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One 


Author's Notes: 
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is for Andy. 


"Bruce, ‘ave you seen Ed?" 


Bruce shifted the phone, tucking it between his ear and shoulder. "No Harry, not since..well, a couple weeks. 


Why?" 

"I can't find ‘im. 'E isn't answering me when | call, and ‘e ‘asn't popped round in five or six days." 
"Maybe he found some nice she-demon and is currently hanging from a stalactite getting shagged." 
"Right. Ok, fanks Bruce and l'll see you for the meetin's next week." 


Bruce hung up the phone, scratching his head. Wasnt like Ed not fo stay in touch with Harry. The longest he 


would usually stay away was a day or two. 


Steve replaced the receiver, leaning back in his chair and sighing. Damn him. He knows that Hil worry if he isnt 
round for days. Sometimes | think he does it just fo piss me off. But he's never been gone this long 


With a shake of his head, Steve bent back over the papers strewn across his desk, trying to concentrate and 
push thoughts of the demon from his mind. 


Dark, damp and twisted The path seemed fo lead deeper into a realm Steve could not describe, tortured souls 
screaming in pain, praying to whatever god they knew for release. The path sank under his feet each time he 
stepped, seeming to reach up and cup around the bottom of his trainers; a sucking sound as it reluctantly let him 
move on. Steve ducked, his heart pounding as something brushed his face, as light as the kiss of a child but dark as 
the blackest night, sending a tendril of fear down his spine. 


"Ee" 


The very darkness seemed to swallow the sound, pressing in upon him until he felt the weight dragging him down 
Struggling to go on, he rounded a turn, stopping as he saw Eddie's form crumpled on the ground 


'E, d!" 


Fighting to pull his feet from the path, Steve struggled to the demon, dropping on his knees and grunting with the 
effort of turning the lmp form over. Steve scrambled back, his eyes wide with terror, a scream bursting from his 
Ips... 


Steve bolted up; sweat pouring down his face and chest; his heart pounding so hard he could feel his pulse 
thrumming in his ears. A silent scream died away, taking deep gasping breaths he threw the blankets off, 
swinging around and sitting on the edge of the bed with his face in his hands. 


The last several nights had been full of dreams, but this one had been the worst so far. Each night he had 
gotten closer to Ed, he could feel him as he walked that path, but tonight was the first time he had seen... 


Steve shuddered, getting to his feet and grabbing his robe. There would be no more sleep this night, of that he 


was sure. 


"Hhello..2" 


"Bruce, somefink's wrong.” 


Bruce sighed, sitting up in bed and running a hand through his hair. "What is it Harry?" 

Keeping his voice down so as not to wake his wife, Bruce rose and quietly left the room. 

"| ‘ad a dream." 

Bruce snorted. "What's new, Harry? You and your bloody dreams!" 

Going into the bathroom, Bruce squinted as he flicked on the light: 

"No Bruce, I've been ‘aving them all week, ever since Ed ‘asn't been round. But tonight...” 

"What happened in this one?" 

Steve's voice broke, the bassist sounding near to tears. "E was dead Bruce." 

"Harry, he is dead." 

"No Bruce, | know ‘e is, but not like this. ‘E was.layin' there and | turned him over and 'e..is face... 

"Harry, Eddie was never what you would call a beauty to start with." 

Steve sighed. "Nefermind Bruce, go back to bed, I'm sorry | rang." 

Bruce groaned, the soft click indicating Steve had hung up. "Bloody demon" Turning off the light, Bruce made his 
way back into the dark bedroom, cursing quietly through gritted teeth as he stubbed his toe on the end of 


the bed. Grabbing some clothes, he dressed in the dark, taking his shoes and going to the kitchen to leave a 


note before heading out the door. One of them was going to owe him for this, be it man or demon. 
Steve lifted his head at the knock on the door, glancing at the clock. Three-thirty, who the hell..? 


Walking into the foyer, he had to laugh as the sight of Bruce. Swinging open the door, he looked the singer up 
and down, still chuckling. "Get dressed in the dark?" 


"Shut up Harry. Obviously | did” 
"Looks like somefink Nicko would come up wif." 
Bruce put his hands on his hips, looking at Steve with exasperation written clearly on his face. The loud print of 


the shirt, one of Bruce's favorites, the blue and white clashing with the checkerboard pattern in green and 
black of the pants. No socks, his feet stuffed into red trainers, his hair sticking up in random patterns -- all in 


all, he was a sight. 

"Harry..." 

"Or somefink Maizie would dress ‘erself in..." 

"Just shut up Harris. And there had better be coffee." Bruce headed for the kitchen, Steve closing the door 
and following behind Once both were seated, steaming cups in front of them, Bruce reached over and touched 
Steve's arm. 

"Ok Harry, spill it.” 

Steve turned the cup in his hands, hunched over it as if drawing warmth from the contents. "I keep walkin’ 
down a paff. But its not a real place, | fink it's ‘Ell.." Steve shifted in his chair, his voice quiet. "I woke up 
before | found ‘im, but tonight, ‘e was layin’ there Bruce and | turned ‘im over and...” 


"And what, Harry?" 


Steve raised haunted eyes, the brown shimmering with unshed tears. "E was „it was like someone or somefink 


‘ad taken it. There was nofink there." 

Bruce sat back, looking puzzled "His face was gone?" 

Steve nodded. "Just..gone..it was nofink but a blank space." 

"Wait a minute Harry, not like it had been ripped off, or something like that?" 


Steve shook his head hard enough that the long auburn curls danced about. "No, like it ‘ad nefer been there 
Bruce. Like it ‘ad been erased." 


Bruce's eyebrows drew down, his forehead creasing with the thought of the image Steve portrayed. "But what 
happened to it?" 


Steve shrugged, "I haf no idea. Bruce. But in me ‘eart, | just knew Ed was gore." A single tear overflowed, 
winding a path down Steve's cheek Bruce stood, coming around and placing his hand on Steve's shoulder, giving 
it a firm squeeze. 

"We'll figure this out Harry. | promise." 


Steve stared out the window, lost in his thoughts, all centered on the missing demon. A loud yawn accompanied 


by several groans and the sounds of stretching made him grin, turning to face Bruce. One eye open, Bruce 


yawned again, sitting up on the couch and looking at Steve. 

"What time is it?" 

"Near ‘aff past ten" Steve used the cup in his hand to indicate the tray on the table. "Coffee's ready." 
"Ta" Pouring a cup, Bruce yawned again. "Did you get any more sleep?" 

"No, was finking too much." 


Steve walked over and sat next to Bruce, his face drawn, his eyes reflecting the misery he was feeling. "Harry, 
I'm sure he's fine. He is a demon, maybe he just had something he needed to do." 


"| know ʻe is Bruce, it's just..." 

The coffee cup fell from Steve's hands as he sat up straight, his eyes unfocused. 

"Harry?" 

"Ed!" Steve turned to face Bruce, "I felt im. Just for a second but ‘e was there!" 

"Are you sure Harry? You aren't just..2" 

"Nol It was ‘im! Ed" 

"What?" 

Steve jumped to his feet, spinning toward the voice. "Ed! Where the fuck ‘ave you been?" Nearly hurdling the 
couch, Steve rushed to the demon's side, torn between hugging him in relief or punching him for the worry he 
had caused. 

Shrugging his shoulders, Eddie looked round. "I was busy." 

Steve drew back, looking up at the demon. “Busy? Why couldn't you ‘ear me? And why couldn't | ‘ear you?" 


"I heard you. | told you, | was busy. And you couldn't hear me because | turned you off in my head.” 


Bruce frowned, looking the demon over carefully. Something didn’t sit quite right; Eddie was never this cold with 
Steve. 


Steve seemed to feel the same; shooting a glance at Bruce he turned back to the demon and placed his hand 


on his arm. "Ed, wot's wrong?" 


The demon sighed, still not looking at Steve. "I. Was. Busy. It doesn’t concern you." 
"The ‘ell it doesn't! Wots wrong wif you Ed? Yer not actin’ like yerself 


Eddie sighed. "Look, there was another demon that | had to resolve some problems with. He..well.lets just say 
it took me longer to put him in his place than | thought it would." 


That might explain it. "Well, we're just glad you're alright Ed" Although, ve never known Eddie to turn down a 
chance to try to get shagged when he knows there's no wife around And he's not even looking at me. Or at Harry. 


‘lm fine. Look, if there's nothing more you want then I'm going to go rest for a while.” Before Steve could even 


answer, Eddie vanished. 
"Somefink more than wot ‘e's sayin." 
Bruce nodded. "| agree Harry, but maybe he's just tired. If he was fighting with another demon...” 


Steve sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. "Right. Might be Bruce. But just the same, I'm gonna keep me eye 


on ‘im. 
Me too Harry. Me too. 


"So how is he?" 


Steve shrugged, closing the door behind Bruce. "I ‘aven't seen ‘im much. "E comes when | call ‘im, but.'e's not 
‘imself Bruce. In all the time I've known ‘im, I've never been afraid. Well, when ‘e first came round but not 
since." Steve lowered his voice as they got closer to the living room, the voices of the other band members 


carrying clearly from behind the doorway. "And part of me is. ‘E's just not..Ed" 
Several loud greetings came from the living room, letting Steve and Bruce know the subject of their 
conversation had arrived. Entering, they saw Eddie standing apart from the group, arms crossed over his 


chest, his eyes appraising each man carefully. 


"Bruce! Now there's someone to perk the old man up in more ways than one!" Nicko slapped his leg, laughing at 


his own joke. 


"Nicko, how are you? Davey, Jan, Ade; nice to see we're all here." Bruce took a seat, tilting his head to the side 


and looking up at Eddie. "And Eddie of course." 


"Bruce." The demon barely spared him a glance, choosing to continue his scrutiny of the others. 


"Kin ‘ell Ed, wots wrong wif you? You look like you lost your last friend, or your last shag! An’ we know that 
ain't right, since they're both ‘erel" 


Eddie turned his head to look at the drummer, his eyes tinged in red. "Do you ever shut up?" 
Steve's eyes narrowed. "Ed, enuff of that” 


Nicko drew his head back, his eyebrows raised. "Wot's wrong wif you? Wake up on the wrong side of ‘Ell 
Today?" 


"You are beginning to annoy me human" Eddie spat the last word, making it sound like a curse. 

Davey got to his feet, going to stand next to the demon, "Eddie, really, what's wrong?" 

Eddie looked down at Davey, the red in his eyes expanding. "You annoy me as well. What a pathetic bunch of 
miscreants you are." Waving his hand, Eddie sighed, looking bored. "Go away before | am forced to send you 
someplace you would not want to be." 

Steve hissed through his teeth. "Ed, | don't know wot's wrong wif you but | said enuff" 


"And just who are you to tell me what to do?" The demon looked amused, even through the obvious annoyance. 


"Ed, wotever it is." Nicko rose, going over and throwing his arm around Eddie's shoulders, "you know you can 
tell us. We're all mates right?" 


Everything happened so fast that for a moment the rest of the men sat numb. One moment Nicko was beside 


the demon and the next he was slamming against the wall, pictures crashing beside him to the floor. 


"Nick!" Davey and Adrian both jumped to their feet, running over to the fallen drummer and kneeling beside 
him. Bruce jumped up, his eyes darting back and forth between the demon and Nicko, Jan standing openmouthed 
just staring at Eddie. 


Steve's reaction was immediate; he strode across the room, checking to make sure Nicko was alright before 
storming up to the demon. "Wot the fuck is wrong wif you? You never put yer ‘ands on anyone like that Edl 
You fuckin’ know better! ‘Oo do you fink you are?" The demon nonchalantly studied his nails, looking bored. "Fine! 


Leave! Get out of me ‘ouse! But don't go far Ed cause we're not finished!" 


Rolling his eyes, the demon vanished. Steve hurried back to Nicko, looking at him with concern. "You sure yer 


alright Nick?" 
Nicko nodded. "Fine, but ‘e packs a ‘ell of a wallop." 


“E's gonna find out ‘e's not the only one." 


"Be careful Harry, he just might turn on you." Bruce sat down, his heart still jumping in his chest. Something 
was definitely wrong with the demon Not himself? Hell, he wasnt even close to it! 


Several hours later, Steve closed the door behind Davey and leaned against it, rubbing his forehead to try to 
soothe the headache that had been throbbing in his brain since Ed had attacked Nicko. Nicko's assurances he 
was fine had done little to relieve the uncertainty of them all; no one sure what had become of their normally 
temperamental but playful mascot, they had all seen him angry before but never so cold and never had he 
raised a hand against any of them. They had gone ahead with the meeting, but the rest had been anxious to 


leave as soon as it was over, not wanting to risk another appearance from Ed. 

Taking a deep breath, Steve placed his hands on his hips. He wanted answers and he wanted them now. 
"Ed! Get yer arse back 'ere!" 

The demon appeared instantly, irritation plainly showing in the reddened eyes. "What?" 

"Wo Wot wot? Wot the fuck is wrong wif you?" 

"This conversation is getting old Harry" 


Steve stepped forward, relying on years with the demon to be able to gauge his reactions. "| don't care ‘ow old 


you fink it is Ed! Wot the fuck is goin’ on? An’ don't give me bludi excuses, | wanna know the truff!" 


Snarling, Eddie stepped forward, crashing his body into Steve's and knocking him back. "Do not tell me what you 
want! Who are you! Some over the hill rock star that has ridden on an image and name to where you have 


everything you want?" 


Steve staggered, reeling as much from the words as the blow. "I've worked me arse off for wot | ‘ave Ed! You 


know that! You know wot it's cost me!" 


"Poor little Harry Harris! Life is so tough! Well boo fucking hoo!" Raising his hand, the demon jabbed a finger 
into Steve's chest, the ragged nail slicing through shirt and skin. "Without your pet demon you would be nothing 
You'd still be playing pubs on the weekend and wishing that you had gotten that one big break!" 


The burning pain in his chest set Steve off. Snarling, he stepped forward, putting every ounce of strength into 
a punch that connected with the demon's jaw. Eddie stepped back, roaring as he brought a hand to his face. 
"You dare to strike me?" Eddie's arm shot out, his hand closing around Steve's throat and lifting him off the 
floor. "Who do you think you are?!" 


Through the roaring in his ears as he gasped for breath, Steve heard the windows vibrating with the force of 


the demon's shriek. Wrapping his hands around Eddie's wrist, he dug his fingers in, hoping that years of playing 
the bass had made his hands strong enough to at least somewhat break the hold and suck some air into his 
starving lungs. 


Eddie's laugh was pure evil. "And now, | have things to do, so | must be off. But, | do not need your 


interference so..." 


The first backhand blow across his face felt as if a sledgehammer had hit Steve in the side of the head, his 
hands falling limply as he fought for consciousness. The second and he felt his vision dim, the pain crossing a 
threshold and sending his mind off to another place, unable to deal with the waves of agony. He never felt 
himself being thrown through the hall, or even the impact of his body against the wall, falling in a heap to the 


floor to lay there, without movement or sound, the barely perceptible movement of his chest the only sign of 


life. 
Eddie dusted off his hands, walking over to Steve and crouching beside him. "See you soon Harry." Straightening 


up, Eddie drew back his foot and kicked Steve in the ribs, laughing as his body was lifted into the air and 


slammed against the wall again before crumpling back to the floor. Still laughing, the demon vanished. 


A roar of rage and pain, echoing through chambers of horrors that no human could comprehend, tortures halted as 


even the most depraved shuddered in fear at the blatant anger that pulsed through the very walls 


Bruce swore, fumbling for the phone. This had better be good Harry..three o'clock in the bloody morning again 
Turning on the handset, Bruce put it to his ear. "Whaf?" 


"Bruce" 

Bruce sat up, throwing the blankets back and reaching to switch on the light. "Steve?" 

“Urt. Ed. ‘E.,!" Steve's voice broke off, the words a bare whisper of sound, pain soaked and full of fear. 
"He hurt you? Harry, where are you?" 

“Ome. Bruce. ‘Urts... 


Bruce swore, grabbing clothes and dressing one handed, shouting into the phone. "I'm coming Harry, hang on 


Harry! Harry? Fuck" 


Throwing the phone on the bed and ignoring the frantic questions from his wife, Bruce grabbed his keys and 
his cell and flew out the door, pulling his shoes on as he raced to the car. Ignoring any posted limits, he 


hurtled through the night toward Steve's house, keeping one eye on the road and dialing his cell phone with the 
other. 


"Come on come on.Davey! Everything ok? Yeah? Well listen, if Eddie shows up call me right away and whatever 
you do don't say or do anything to piss him of fl" Bruce yelped, dropping the phone as he rounded a curve and 
nearly back ended a car going at the posted speed. Swerving around, he risked a quick look beside him, grabbing 
the phone and bringing it back to his ear. "I don't have time to explain. Call Ade, Jan and Nick and tell them the 


same thing. Oh, and Rod. I'll call you back as soon as | can" 


Ending the call, Bruce dropped the phone on the seat, concentrating on holding the car on the road. Turning into 
Steve's driveway, he slowed as he approached the house, wondering what he would find when he went inside. 
Stopping the car, he took a deep breath, leaving the keys in the ignition in case he needed to get away fast. 
Going to the door, he peered through the glass, all caution thrown aside at the sight that met his eyes. 
Throwing open the door, he rushed in, running to the figure on the floor and dropping to his knees. 


"Harry!" 


Bruce turned him over, rolling him onto his back and letting out a soft cry as he looked at the swollen and 
bruised face; Steve's eyes mere slits, his jaw and mouth puffed out grotesquely. A clear handprint of bruises 
marked his throat, the long hair matted with sweat and blood, shallow breaths whistling past a froth of red on 
his lips. Spying the phone lying near him, Bruce picked it up, his hands shaking as he dialed for help. 


A quiet moan brought a sigh of relief from Bruce, his hand finding Steve's and clasping it tightly. “Lie still 
Harry, I'm getting help." Bruce gave the information to the operator, trying to keep his voice calm and not 
upset Steve any more than he was. Trying to describe the injuries, Bruce felt the panic rising in his throat. 


"Look, he's fucked up! | don't know what happened, but just get an ambulance here, now" 


Hanging up the phone Bruce turned back to Steve, amazed to see a grimace that was the best attempt at a 


smile he could muster. "Rant Bruce?" 


Bruce leaned closer, trying to grin back. "Yes, well, you always say its what I'm best at, shooting off at the 
mouth. Harry, what happened?" 


| it ‘im. ‘E's not Ed" Steve coughed, groaning at the pain that lanced through his side. 

"What do you mean he's not Ed? And you've hit him before, why would he do this?" 

"Don't know. But ‘e's not..." Steve groaned again, passing out from the shock and pain. 

Bruce heard the approaching sirens, bearing down quickly on the house. Sitting back on his heels, he waited, 


holding Steve's limp hand and trying to figure out what he meant. He's not Ed’ Right Harry, then who the fuck 


was he? 


Two 
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Hours passed before Bruce was allowed to leave; the police had questioned him thoroughly, not once but 
several times. No, he was unconscious when | arrived. Yes, he phoned me and told me he was hurt. No, he 
didn't say by whom. No, | have no idea who would do this. Yes, we had a meeting earlier and he was fine. No, | 
don't know who he was expecting if anyone. Yes, the door was unlocked, | saw him through the glass. No, the 
security system was not on. No, | didn’t look around; | didn't want to leave him. Rod had appeared, trying to get 
a moment alone with Bruce but unable to get past the police until he gave up, swearing loudly as he left and 


headed for the hospital where they had taken Harry. 


Finally the last cop was gone, the house silent around Bruce, the only evidence of the violence the stains on the 
floor, a few cracks in the wall and shattered glass from the pictures that had fallen Automatically, Bruce 
began cleaning up the mess, trying to work his mind around what Steve had said. His cell phone rang, Bruce 


dropping everything in his haste to answer. 


A short conversation with Rod eased his mind a bit, Harry was going to be fine, but he would be in there for 
several days. A concussion, cracked cheekbones, his jaw dislocated, hopefully no damage to his vocal chords and 
he was able to breathe, although with several broken ribs it would be painful for a while. Sutures, bruising and 
shock capped the list -- in short, as he had told the emergency operator, Harry was fucked up. 


The relief was short lived as Bruce made some coffee, placing a quick call home to reassure his wife that 


everything was fine. Sitting at Harry's kitchen table, he felt the rage beginning to grow. 

Eddie. Harry's trusted friend and confidant for many years. Harry. Lying in hospital, battered and bruised at Eddie's 
hands. Eddie. Knocking Nicko across the room and being so unmoved by it all. Eddie. Threatening Davey as well Eddie. 
Hs hand around Harry's throat. Eddie. Eddie. Eddie. 

Without thinking, Bruce threw his head back and bellowed, "Eddie!" 


"You humans never learn." 


Bruce jumped up, the chair crashing over as he faced the demon. "You fucking monster! What would possess 


you to do that to Harry?" 


The demon stepped from the shadows, his eyes glowing red. "What is it to you? His life is meaningless, as are 


all of yours." 


"Fuck you Edl His life is not, and he's damn sure looked out for you for how many years?" 


"He is nothing! An insignificant pimple on my arse. He means nothing to me, nor do you. Now, shut your mouth 


and do not call me again else you find yourself laying next to him. Or better yet, lying next to me" 
Bruce snorted. "Never again Ed. I'd rather have a red hot poker up my arse than your dick" 
Eddie advanced, his face twisted into a leer. "Well that can be arranged Bruce." 


Bruce's face blanched; for the first time he realized he was alone in the house with a demon that seemed to 

have gone off what little rocker he had to start with. Darting toward the door, he felt a rush of air as Eddie 
grabbed for him, the twisted laughter ringing out as the demon watched him run through the hall. Just get to 
the car, if | can just.. Bruce tried to stop as Eddie appeared in front of the door, hands on his hips, laughing as 
Bruce slid on the polished wood floor, nearly losing his footing as he turned and headed for the steps. 


Eddie watched him go, waiting until Bruce was nearly at the top of the steps before vanishing, only to reappear 
right in front of him. Bruce didn't hesitate, lowering his shoulder and plowing into the demon, knocking him 
backwards as he fled toward Harry's room. Mi jump, even if | break my leg going off the balcony its better than 
what he might do. 


Bruce slammed the door of the bedroom behind him, quickly turning the lock and backing toward the French 
doors that led outside. In his desperation to escape, the demon's ability to teleport himself at will never 
entered his mind, not until his back came up against something solid, something that let out a dry rattle that 
passed for a laugh, something that wrapped long fingers in his hair and yanked his head back. 


"Boo!" Eddie slapped his thigh, laughing as Bruce tried to twist away. "No, no, | think I'm tired of chasing you 


around Bruce. Now, what was that comment about a red hot poker?" 


Wrapping his other arm around Bruce, effectively pinning his arms, Eddie leaned his head down, his breath 
flowing over Bruce's neck. "As | said, that can be arranged. But first, | think I'm going to fuck you." 


Bruce struggled as he was lifted from the floor and carried over to the bed, the demon tossing him into the 
middle, his fingers still wrapped in Bruce's hair as he climbed up on beside him. Dragging Bruce to him, Eddie 
flipped him over, adjusting his grip to be able to push his head down into the pillows. "Fight me, please! | like it 
-- in fact | find it to be quite a turn on!" 


To demonstrate, Eddie rubbed his groin against Bruce's arse, laughing as the man redoubled his efforts to get 


away. 


"Fuck you Eddie! I'll rip your dick right off if you even try!" The demon's laugh was cut off as one of Bruce's 
flailing legs connected with his groin, changing to a roar of pain. Thoroughly incensed now, the demon slapped 


Bruce in the back of the head, the blow stunning him, his struggles ceasing as he collapsed onto the bed. 


Eddie took advantage of the moment, ripping Bruce's jeans apart and throwing them off to the side. "You are 
really beginning to annoy me." Grunting, Eddie positioned Bruce on his knees, undoing his jeans and pulling his 
cock out. "Now, here's how this works. | can fuck you, then kill you. Or, | can kill you, then fuck you. The result 
is the same, but I'll even let you pick the order!" 

Bruce moaned, trying to pull away as the head of that massive cock probed his arse. Eddie leaned forward, 
letting it slide between Bruce's legs, nudging against his balls. "Or, | can just fuck you to death. So, which is it 
going to be?" 

"How about | kick your ass and then / fuck you?" 


The demon shrieked, letting go of Bruce and turning to face the newcomer. Bruce scrambled away, turning 
around and nearly screaming himself at the sight that met his eyes. 


Eddie... 


Swaying on his feet, his eyes blood red and glittering with rage, the demon stepped toward the bed, staring at 
the look alike kneeling there. 


"Eddie?" 

"Yes Bruce. Eddie. Where is Harry?" 

The demon slid off the bed, stepping around and staring at the creature advancing toward him. 
"He's in hospital. Eddie..no..you..no..what the fuck is going on?" 

The demon hissed, his eyes nearly sparking. "I know he's hurt, | felt it. How bad?" 

"Pretty bad. He..you..oh fuck which one of you is reak!" 


The new arrival chuckled, dropping a wink. "Finally get you to admit that do |? Now, if you don't mind, something 


| need to take care of" 


The other demon laughed. "You cannot do anything to me Eddie, a week in the chamber has left you less than 
at your best" 


Eddie snorted. "Never needed to be to knock you on your arse Zagam." 
"Zawhaf? Eddie! What's going on?" 


"Bruce! Shut up! I'll explain everything as soon as this bastard is returned to hell!" 


Zagam bowed at Bruce. "Zagam, human. The demon of counterfeit at your service!" 


Eddie shook his head. "Enough. Now, the easy way or the hard way. The easy way, you take your arse back to 
hell and I'll come kick it later. The hard? | kick your arse now; send you back on the head of my dick. Your 


choice Zagam." 


Zagam laughed. "Oh Eddie, you know l'm going to choose the hard" Grabbing his cock, he waved it at the other 
demon before stuffing it back in his jeans. 


Eddie grinned, the evil in his face chilling Bruce's blood. "| was hoping you'd say that." 


The two demons moved at the same time, lunging toward each other with hands up, snarling as they crashed 
together, nails ripping flesh as they struggled to gain control. Bruce jumped from the bed, pressing himself into 
a corner and crouching on the floor, watching with wide eyes as they demons twisted and turned, shrieks of 
pain from both as long rips appeared in their flesh. 


Eddie struck with his left hand, digging his claws into Zagam's face and dragging them down, the demon howling 


as flaps of skin hung down onto his neck, white bone exposed from his temple to his jaw. 


With a scream of pain Zagam shifted, the visage of Eddie fading away and being replaced with a creature that 
made Bruce's heart nearly stop. Black scales, the face no longer the familiar human like shape but instead 
elongated into a muzzle that opened to reveal several rows of razor sharp teeth. The hands were now indeed 


claws, much more capable of rendering damage than Eddie's jagged nails. 


Once again the demons crashed together, the impact of their bodies shaking the very foundation of the house, 
Zagam sinking those horrendous teeth into Eddie's shoulder and chewing lustily, the demon baying in agony. 
Releasing his grip on one of Zagam's claws, Eddie's hand shot out, his nails driving into the flesh of the other 
demon's chest, his fingers disappearing into the cuts as well until his palm was flat on the skin. With a twist of 
his wrist, Eddie yanked his hand back, holding a mass of dripping innards which he flung to the floor, Zagam 
staggering back and dropping Eddie's shoulder as he batted at the hole in his chest. 


The demons circled again, blood and ichors flowing from their wounds, their steps a little slower. 

"You can't win Eddie." 

"Think so? Then finish me, Zagam.." 

With another bellow of rage, Zagam charged, Eddie stepping aside and leaping onto his back, sinking his own 
teeth into the demon's neck, the blunt edges tearing through the skin Zagam spun, batting at Eddie's face with 
his claws, trying to force him to relinquish his grip. With a solid blow, he knocked Eddie aside, the demon taking 


a huge chunk of flesh and muscle as he was torn away from his perch. Spitting it out, Eddie grinned. 


"You taste like shit" 


"And you taste of humans" 


Eddie laughed. "Some humans taste quite nice." Never letting his eyes leave the other demon, Eddie's voice filled 


Bruce's mind. And some are positively delicious. 

Bruce couldn't help but grin. Stop trying to get in my pants and pay attention to what youre doing! 
Bruce felt the caress of the rumbling laugh. You arent wearing any pants little man 

Bruce rolled his eyes. / should have known he wasn't you, he never tried 


Eddie's mental snort nearly made Bruce's eyes water. hdeed you should have. The day Im not trying to get into 
your arse is the day they bury you. Wait, scratch that, Im a demon so what's a little necrophila amongst friends? 


Bruce's outburst of laughter made Zagam lose his concentration on Eddie, only for a scant second but long 
enough for Eddie to take advantage of the moment, darting in and fastening his hands around the demon's 
throat and choking him, grunting with the effort of compressing his neck Zagam roared, grabbing Eddie's 
shoulders and driving him back into the wall, the plaster cracking around him. 


Eddie put every bit of power he had into his grip around Zagam's throat but the demon was right, his week of 
torture had weakened him. Not much, but enough that he found himself unable to add the last bit of pressure 
that would crush the neck of the demon; he was just holding on in the hopes that it would weaken him. Zagam 
sensed Eddie's struggle and wrapped his claws in Eddie's hair, holding his head against the wall and using his 
own strength to push his head closer. 


Opening his mouth, Zagam tilted his head, his eyes locked on Eddie's exposed throat, planning to sink his teeth in 
and rip it out, inflicting a death wound. Eddie's eyes flared, pulling on every remaining bit of strength he had he 


sent a last message to Bruce. Get out of here now! Once he kills me he will come for youl 
Bruce scrambled to his feet, inching toward the door. 


Hurry! Bruce could feel the strain in Eddie's voice. And fell Harry..tell him..aw fuck, fell him | love him. Seeing 
Bruce leave the room, Eddie closed his eyes, feeling the fetid breath of the demon washing over his face, the 
clicking sounds of his teeth as he prepared to sink them into his flesh. 


Eddie's eyes flew open as Zagam screamed in pain, his hands falling away from Eddie's shoulders and grasping 
the end of a sword which had been run through his back. Although Eddie looked surprised, he quickly took 
advantage of the chance to pull a coil of twisted cloth from his back pocket and wrap it around Zagam's neck, 


bringing the other demon to his knees. 


Eddie slid down the wall, settling heavily on his arse and staring at Bruce. "Where the fuck did you get that?" 


Bruce grinned. "By the pool table. Although Harry probably isn't going to be too happy to have his antique 
sword covered in demon guts." Eddie snorted, waving Bruce over to him. Bruce gave the kneeling demon a wide 
berth, getting down on his knees next to Eddie and carefully touching his face. "You're hurt." 

Eddie rolled his eyes. "Just a little.” Grinning, he raised his hand and ruffled Bruce's hair. "Well done little man" 
Bruce snickered. "Not so bad yourself freak" A moan from Zagam made Bruce jump, Eddie taking advantage and 


pulling him into his lap. "Fuck Eddie, really, you're in no shape..." Bruce's eyebrows shot up at the sudden lurch 
of Eddie's cock, the organ hardening in less time than it took to even think about it. "Then again, maybe you 


are. 


Eddie ran a nail down Bruce's jaw. "For you little man? I'm always in shape. But, no, this one is for someone -- 


or something -- else. | told him he was going back to hell on the end of my dick" 
"What did you put on his neck?" 


Eddie groaned, shifting Bruce off his lap and pushing himself up the wall. "You really want to know? Its used 
for binding demons. One of the few things that will hold one." 


Bruce swallowed, his face screwed up in disgust. "What is it? Although I'm not sure | do want to know." 


Eddie laughed, making his way over to the other demon and tugging the rope to bring him to his feet. "It's 
braided skin 


"Human?" Bruce shuddered and gagged. 


"Yep." Eddie winked at him. "And it's very rare because it has to be collected from a virgin. And a sinless one 


at that. And not many sinless virgins end up in Hell” 


"| wouldn't think any of them did." Bruce also stood, walking a little closer and peering at the rope. "Eddie, that's 
just disgusting.” 


Unfastening his pants, Eddie pushed the now compliant demon over to Steve's bed, bending him over the 
footboard. "Well, speaking of disgusting, you may want to miss this part Bruce." 


Bruce looked closer at the demon. "Eddie, where is his..." 
Eddie grinned, holding a finger up. "I have to make one." 


Bruce waved his hands, the demon's laughter following him as he bolted from the room. 


Tugging the rope, Eddie brought his mouth next to Zagam's ear. "| know you can hear me. | know you can feel 
and see everything.” With a violent twist, Eddie yanked the sword from Zagam's back, grinning as he shrieked in 
pain. "Much better. Now. If you had just imprisoned me and taken my place for a while, I'd be much more 
inclined to be lenient." Examining his fingers, Eddie chose the one with the blunt nail. "But, and funny to use that 
word considering...’ Zagam screamed, writhing over the footboard as Eddie's finger ripped through his flesh, 
thrusting around and manufacturing a hole. "Since you did what you did, now | have no desire to be even 


remotely considerate." 


Pulling his finger out Eddie grimaced, wiping it on the other demon's back. Glancing down, he sighed. "Damn, 
almost like lube. Oh well, not like it's big enough - so that should be sufficient pain to appease me." Taking his 
cock in hand, Eddie pressed the tip against the hole he had made, grinning as Zagam whimpered and tried to 
move away. "No, no, I'm not done yet. Bad enough you struck Nicko. These lads are my friends and | share a 
special bond with them. And Bruce, well, he's mine, and not only did you hurt him, you tried to fuck him. 
‘Nother big no no." 


"Eddie, | was just having a bit of fun." 


Eddie snorted. "Pleading Zagam? Oh wait till | tell everyone you begged for mercy. And fun, that | could have 
understood. | might even have let you get away with the Nicko incident. And Bruce, well | can certainly 
understand the desire to fuck him, he's quite..well.fuckable." Eddie's voice lowered to a hiss, his eyes sparking 
as he leaned closer, the tip of his dick pressing into the hole. "But you fucked up bad when you went after 
Harry. | know he can be a bit of a pain in the arse, hell he's been one in mine for a long time. But he's my pain 
And no one -- and | mean no one -- human or demon or anything in between, hurts him like that and gets 


away with it." Eddie sighed, stepping sideways and bracing himself. "So Zagam? This is for Harry." 


Eddie snapped his hips forward, ripping the hole open and driving his cock into the demon's body. Zagam howled, 
slamming against the footboard as he was battered by Eddie's cock, the demon using every bit of the rigid 
pole to rip and tear through his flesh, creating a pathway inside the creature under him. 


Eddie grinned, listening to the sucking sounds of the wound as he pulled his cock out, grunting in pleasure as 
the wet walls made room for the thick shaft as he pounded back in. With nothing to guide it, Eddie's cock 
never followed the same path, pushing aside or tearing through the demon's organs with every thrust, blood 


and black fluid coating the shaft as it withdrew to the tip only to plunge back inside. 
Reaching down, Eddie drew his nail in a straight line under the hole he had made, pushing forward until he was 
flush against the other demon and then grinding hard, the skin splitting around his sac until his balls were 


inside the demon's body as well. 


"Now that's nicel" Eddie threw his head back, rotating his hips and baying happily as Zagam wailed under him. 
"You should try that sometime Zagaml!" 


Bruce put his head down on the table, covering his ears and trying not to hear what was going on upstairs. 
Not that he could help it; he would be very surprised if the coppers didn't show up in response to the 


screams and caterwauling of the demons. 


Bored with his new method, Eddie went back to fucking Zagam hard, his cock slipping in and out rapidly. Another 
idea made a sly grin steal over his face. Using the same finger, he bored another hole in Zagam, pulling his 
cock from the first and plunging it into the second, sighing happily. "Much better! The other one was getting a 
bit loose!" 


Zagam keened, a continuous sound of humiliation and pain, each stab of Eddie's cock feeling like a hot poker 
being run through his innards. Eddie groaned, his balls starting to tighten. "Well all good things must come to an 


end, and since l'm about to come..." 


With a wave of his arm, both demons vanished, Zagam still impaled on Eddie's cock. 


Bruce sat up; the sounds from upstairs had ceased abruptly. Getting to his feet, he crept through the hall and 
up the stairs, stopping outside Steve's bedroom door and taking a deep breath before peering inside. The empty 
room made him blink, pushing the door the rest of the way open and staring in shock. 


"Where the fuck did they go?" 


The laughter started with one, several more joining in, loud shouts of encouragement and ribald jokes as more 
and more flocked to see. Raising his head, Zagam closed his eyes in shame as more and more demons, imps, 
warriors, gods and every other minion of Hell gathered to watch Eddie fuck him, the demon laughing as he 
rammed deep into his body. 


With a final thrust, Eddie threw back his head and howled his release, his come pouring out of his cock and 


oozing around Zagam's inner organs, dripping out of the first hole and running down his back. 

Eddie laughed, yanking his cock free and pushing Zagam down onto his knees, pulling his head back and rubbing 
his gore covered cock on his face, the last bit of his seed dripping into the demon's mouth. Bending over, Eddie 
spoke quietly, loud enough for Zagam to hear over the cheers of the watchers. 


"Don't ever fuck with my boys." 


With a wave, Eddie disappeared, leaving the defeated and humiliated demon to the crowd. 


Bruce walked back in the kitchen, letting out a yelp as someone grabbed his arse. Spinning around, he smacked 
Eddie's arm. "You scared the fuck out of me!" 


Eddie laughed, reaching out and tweaking Bruce's nose. "Now that's not good, | kind of like the fuck in you." 
Bruce's face grew serious. "Are you ok Ed?" 


Eddie nodded. "Need a bit of a kip as our Harry would say, but I'm fine." Bruce rolled his eyes as Eddie winked, 


using a finger to raise Bruce's chin. "Really, lll be fine little man But | need to see Harry” 

"You know where he is?" 

Eddie snorted, dropping a light kiss on Bruce's lips. "Of course | do. Now, don't go anywhere, I'll be back" 
Bruce groaned. "Didn't you have enough?" 

Eddie looked askance. "Me? Enough? Oh, please!" 

With that, the demon disappeared. 


The hospital room was dark save for one light over the bed, just enough to illuminate the figure under the 
blankets. Eddie made sure Harry was alone before slipping out of the shadows and sitting gently on the side of 
the bed, a soft growl rumbling in his chest as he got his first good look. Placing his hand carefully on Steve's 
arm, Eddie shuddered at the hidden pain, dulled by the drugs in his system. 


"Oh, Harry." Eddie shook his head, his eyes flickering between red and gold, his emotions warring with each 
other; anger at the injuries caused and his own semblance of love for this man. "I'm sorry Harry. | let him 
catch me off guard and put me where | couldn't warn you. Or get to you." Eddie shifted, stroking his fingers 
down over Steve's chest, taking care not to let his nails touch the skin. "He won't bother you again He's learned 
his lesson" Steve moved restlessly on the bed, moaning quietly. "Sleep Harry. Just sleep. Nothing will get near 


you again. | promise." 
"Come to finish what you started?" 
Eddie's head jerked around, eyeing Rod as he stood in the doorway. "Shut the door before someone sees me." 


Rod slipped into the room, closing the door and taking the chair next to the bed. "He's been asking about you. 
He insists it wasn't you that did this but | think he's lying to cover your arse." 


Eddie shook his head. "Wasn't me. It was a counterfeit demon" Eddie turned back to look at Rod. "In all the 


years we've been together I've never hurt him. Not intentionally.” 
"So where's the other demon?" 
"Back in Hell." 


"Well, pardon me but | don't fucking trust you. And when Harry's better, I'm gonna do everything | can to 


convince him to get rid of you." 

"Save yer breaf Rod" The voice was soft, but the meaning behind it clear. Eddie grinned down at Steve. 
"Well, look who woke up." 

Steve grimaced. "Yeah, | fink so anyway. Cor it urts" Steve tried to sit up a bit; hissing through his teeth as 
the pain shot through him. Before Rod could move, Eddie was on his feet, lifting Steve carefully and raising him 
up in the bed. "Fanks Ed." 

Rod crossed his arms. "How can you be so damn sure it wasn't him?" 

"Cause | know Ed. An’ it wasn’. Rod, can you give us a bit?" 

"Against my better judgment Steve." Rod left the room, muttering under his breath. 

"He's never gotten over his initiation," Eddie sighed, touching a hand to his brow and looking pained. 

"Ed, wot ‘appened? Yer ‘urt" Steve's hand touched the ragged wound on Eddie's shoulder. 

"Ah, well, just keep that in mind when you see your house." 


"Me ‘ouse? Wot's wrong wif me 'ouse?" 


"Nothing a bit of paint and plaster won't fix Harry. Don't worry about it now." Eddie stood up, cocking his head 


to the side and smiling down at Steve. "| should go, and you should get some more sleep." 
Steve nodded. "Yeah, but Ed? ‘Ang round would you? | kind of missed ‘aving you round y'know?" 


Eddie's eyes flared gold, the demon's chest actually feeling a little tight. "Sure Harry." Carefully arranging 
himself beside Steve on the bed, Eddie tucked him under his arm. Several muttered words ensured that no one 
would pass through the door without the demon knowing they were near. With a sigh, Steve closed his eyes; 
breathing in the unique scent of the demon, knowing for the first time in what seemed forever, the dreams 


would be kept at bay. 


Eddie rested his cheek on the top of Steve's head. No dreams Harry. No nightmares at least. Just sleep. And heal 


Bruce yawned, trying to keep his head up as he waited at Steve's. Bloody demon, | bet he's forgotten all about 


me. 


Three 
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"Bruce!" 
Bruce nearly fell down the steps, staring at the demor's face as he peeked out of the linen closet. 


"Eddie! What are you doing here?" Bruce looked around, making sure none of the rest of the family was in 


sight. 
"I have to talk to you. H's important." Opening the door, Eddie beckoned him inside. 


Rolling his eyes, Bruce stepped into the closet, waiting until the demon closed the door before rounding on him. 


"Are you out of your fucking mind? What if.Ed! What were you thinking?!" 
"| wouldn't have come if it wasn't important Bruce. When can you get away?" 


Bruce thought for a moment, finally throwing his hands up and speaking through clenched teeth. "Tonight, I'l 


meet you at Harry's." 
"Nol" Eddie groaned and dropped his head in his hands. "We can't meet there." 
"Why not?" 


Eddie's eyes were dull. The normal spark seemed to have been extinguished as he met Bruce's eyes. "Because 


he doesn't want me around anymore. 
"Bollocks Ed!" Bruce touched the demor's arm. "Why would you think that?" 

Eddie sighed, his voice as sad as Bruce had ever heard. "He told me" 

Bruce started to answer, cursing softly when he heard his name being called. ‘Look, | have to go. Meet me 
here, round midnight, out back Ok?" Eddie nodded miserably, his head still down as Bruce slipped from the 
closet 


Bruce grinned at his wife, his mind turning rapidly. "Hi." 


"Hi. Coming out of the closet are you?" 


Bruce decided silence was his best response, his face burning as she walked away laughing. Damn Edde. 


"Eddie!" Bruce huddled beneath the tree, cursing himself for being a fool. "Eddie! Five bloody minutes and l'm 


out of here!" 
"Keep your pants onl I'm here." Eddie slipped from the shadows, coming over to sit beside Bruce. 
"Eddie. It's fucking cold. And wet." 


Eddie sighed, reaching over and pulling Bruce down onto his lap. "There, now you aren't wet. Can we get past 


your whining and talk about my problem now?" 


Bruce frowned. Eddie could be quite snippy when things weren't going his way, but the demon sounded defeated. 
In fact, if Bruce didn't know him any better, he'd have to say he sounded depressed. 


Softening his voice, Bruce turned in Eddie's lap to look at the demon. "What's going on Ed?" 

Eddie shook his head. "I wish | knew Bruce. It started when he came home from hospital." 

"Take it easy Harry, just get in and then you can stretch out on the couch." 

"Fer fuck's sake Bruce, I'm not a bludi cripple!" 

Bruce sighed, reminding himself that Harry was in pain and tired of being cooped up so allowances for a rotten 
temper and grouchy behavior had to be made. "I know you aren't Harry, it's just that the doctor said you 
should rest when you got home." 

‘Im tired of restin. Its all | been doin." Even so, Harry sank onto the couch, letting out a sigh. 


"Do you want me to hang round for a bit?" 


Steve shook his head, wincing at the motion. "No, you haf enuff to do wifout babysittin my arse.” Shifting 


around, Steve leaned back and groaned. "I fink I'm gonna have a kip anyway." 
Bruce grinned. "Right. Well, phone me later and let me know if you need anything and I'll pop round" 


Steve nodded. "Right. Oh, an‘ Bruce? Fanks mate, for ev'ryfink" 


"Anytime Harry." Bruce let himself out, making sure the door locked behind him. 

Gold colored eyes watched as Steve dozed off, sleeping peacefully at first until the dreams began. Shifting, 
Steve moaned, his eyes darting rapidly under the lids, his hands batting at the air. Stepping closer, Eddie rested 
his fingers against Steve's forehead, groaning at the images that filled his mind from the link between them. 
Soothing sounds and thoughts spiraled back to Steve, calming him and letting him slide back into a gentler sleep. 


Eddie sat down on the table in front of the couch, close enough to touch him again if need be, holding vigil as 
Steve slept. 


"| didn't know you were there -- Harry never said anything about it when | phoned him later.” 
Eddie nodded. "| know. Well, | had left by then" 

"Ed, just tell me what happened. It can't be as bad as you're making it out to be" 

Those dull blue eyes closed, the demon shaking his head. "You're wrong Bruce. Very wrong” 


Eddie shifted. Steve's eyes were fluttering again, slowly blinking open as he woke up. Raising a hand to his face, 
Steve touched it gingerly, groaning softly. 


Keeping his voice low so as not to startle Steve, Eddie greeted him. "Hey Harry.” 

Steve bolted upright, crying out in pain and scurrying backwards on the couch, his eyes filled with fear as he 
stared at the demon. Eddie reached for him, his face filled with concern, crying out himself as Steve fell from 
the couch, nearly crab walking to get away before getting to his feet and holding his hands up to ward off the 


demon. 


"Harry! It's me! Hts ok, calm down" Eddie stopped, pleading with Steve to relax. "I won't hurt you. Harry, mate, 
it's me" 


Pain and terror filled the dark brown eyes, Steve edging around to put the couch between him and Eddie, his 


eyes nervously searching the room for an escope. 
"Harry. It's ok." Eddie stood still, trying to make himself as unthreatening as he could. 
Finally, Steve seemed to recognize him, and his breathing starting to slow. "Ed?" 


"Yeah Harry, it's just Ed" 


Steve groaned, staggering slightly, Eddie leaping to his side and reaching out to support him. As soon as the 
demon's hands touched him, Steve tensed, having to fight the urge to rip away. Eddie felt it though and sighed, 
dropping his head and resting his forehead against Steve's hair. 

"Harry, | won't hurt you. It wasn't me, you know that, it wasn’t me" 

Steve felt the pain from the demon, hating himself for even thinking that Ed was any danger at all but unable 
to convince his mind there was nothing to fear. Speaking quietly, his heart hurting for the pain he knew it 
would cause, Steve stepped away, turning his back. "Maybe it would be best if you stayed away fer a bit Ed. 
Just till I'm feelin’ better." 


Steve closed his eyes, hearing the soft wail from the demon. Taking a deep breath, he turned, "Ed, it's not you, 
it's.me.." 


Eddie was gone. 

Bruce sighed. "So have you talked to him since? He's been home now, what, almost a week?" 

"Six days. And yes, | dropped in on him yesterday, thinking he might be ready to see me." 

"And what happened?" 

Eddie snorted. "Nothing good." 

Harry? 

Steve nearly dropped the cup he was holding. The demon's voice filled his mind, a very tentative link just 
brushing the edges of his consciousness. Taking a deep breath, Steve didn't answer for a few seconds, trying to 


calm his racing heart. 


Harry? Steve shook his head, the demon's voice was softer yet, an underlying edge of panic even in the merest 


whisper. 
"Wot Ed?" 


The demon appeared on the other side of the room, his hands nervously worrying with each other. "How are 


you?" 


"Better fanks." Steve set the cup down, stuffing his hands in his pockets to hide the trembling. 


Ed took a step towards him, stopping when Steve's head snapped up, his eyes narrowing. "Still hurting?" 
"A bit. Was there somefink you wanted Ed?" 
Eddie shrugged. "Just to see how you were doing. And to see if... 


‘lm sorry Ed. Right now | just fink it's better." Eddie nodded, recognizing the underlying mistrust even though 


Steve's voice was soft and filled with regret. 

"Its ok Harry. Just, well, if you want me just give me a shout." 

"Ed." 

Eddie turned back, keeping his head turned so as not to see Harry's face. "Yeah?" 

"Stay out of me ‘ead too alright?" 

"IIl try Harry. It's kind of hard when we've been together for so long though." 

"Maybe we should fink about that too Ed. Maybe it's time tha’ you went back to 'ell." 

Eddie's head snapped around, his eyes flashing red. Steve stepped back as the demon walked toward him, not 
stopping until his back was against the wall. Eddie stopped in front of him, the red fading, the normal bright 
blue dulling even as Harry watched through fearful eyes. 

"If that's what it takes to make you feel safe from me so be it" Steve opened his mouth, the words frozen in 
his throat when Ed's hand reached for him, the wickedly sharp nails pressing against his cheek for a moment 
before gnarled fingertips took their place, Eddie's touch as gentle as Harry had ever felt. The demon's eyes 
were dull, the flames as darkened as candles on yesterdays birthday cake, the misery palpable in the air as a 
heavy blanket enfolding them. 

"For what its worth Harry, I'm sorry." Eddie stepped back, attempting a smile. "And thanks." 


Steve frowned. "Fer wot?" 


"For believing that in my own way | do love you, in spite of every rotten thing I've done, and every silly stunt 


I've pulled. Goodbye Harry." 


With that the demon vanished. Steve groaned, carefully putting his hands over his face. "Fuck Ed" Raising his 
head, Steve sighed. "Ar | love you too." 


"Fuck, Ed, he really wants you to leave?" 
Eddie sighed, nodding slowly. "He does Bruce." 
"Well, this is ridiculous. He knows you wouldn't hurt him." 


"Right now he's had too much Bruce. And it is hard, | mean, it looked like me, sounded like me -- so he's 


associating it with me." 
Bruce grinned, giving the demon a playful punch on the shoulder. "And thank you for that insight Dr. Ed" 


A dry chuckle from the demon was the first sign of his usual humor Bruce had seen. "I don't want to go back. 


And | don't want him to hate me." Lifting his head, Eddie met Bruce's eyes. "Will you help me?" 
Bruce touched the demon's cheek. "Of course Ed. Now, we just have to figure out how." 
“Alright! I'm comin!" 

Steve opened the door, rolling his eyes as Bruce bounded in. "Morning Harry!" 

"Fer fuck's sake Bruce, it's not even 8 o'clock. Wot are you doin 'ere?" 


"We have to talk" Bruce headed for the kitchen, calling back over his shoulder. "Is there coffee? And you may 


as well come sit down, you're probably going to blow a gasket when | tell you what | have to say." 


Steve trailed Bruce into the kitchen, pulling out a chair and sitting down. watching through narrowed eyes as 
the singer fixed them both a cup before taking a seat. 


"Ok Harry. What the fuck is wrong with you?" 

Steve snorted. "Wot do you mean by tha?" 

"Eddie." 

Steve groaned. "E came runnin’ to you did ‘e?" 

"He's beside himself Harry. He wants to help you but he knows you're scared to death to have him around." 


Bruce lowered his voice, leaning closer. "And that's understandable. Hell, if | were you I'd run screaming if | saw 


him right now." 


"Its not ‘is fault. And | know it ‘urts ‘im Bruce." 


"No Harry, what hurts him is you won't even let him be around. He understands why you're scared. He just 


doesn't understand why you don't want to not be scared" 
"Wot?" 


Bruce took a deep breath, trying again. "Ok, what's the one thing that you've always had with Ed? Trust, 
right?" Steve nodded. "And right now, you don't trust him. No wait, hear me out." Steve closed his mouth, 
staring into his cup. "But you don't even seem to care about getting the trust back. That's why he's upset.” 


"| can't just turn it on Bruce." 
"He knows that Harry. And he's not asking you to. What he's asking is that you give him a chance to regain it" 


Harry raised his head, his eyes haunted. "But ‘e's not the one | don't trust. It's like it gets all muddled in me 


mind -- | know its Ed, but at the same time | can't trust meself to know the difference." 


"Bollocks Harry! That's an excuse and you know it!" Jumping to his feet, Bruce began to pace. "Trust. It's all 
about fucking trust for you Harris, always has beer!" 


"Just ‘ang on a minute Bruce! Wots goin’ on now ‘as nofink to do wif any of that!" 


Spinning around, Bruce slammed his fist down on the table. "That's complete bullshit and you know it Harry! 
Whenever your trust in someone gets violated for whatever reason you shut them out! You don't make an 


effort to take anything into consideration, you simply close yourself off and forget about it alll" 


Steve jumped to his feet, wincing the sudden pull of still sores muscles, his ribs aching as he tried to take a 


deep breath to calm himself down. Bruce pressed the attack, unrelenting in his rant. 


"Don't even bother to try to say differently Harry! You did it to me, I've seen you do it to others and now 
you're doing it to Ed! The one fucking thing who has been with you every fucking step of the way! The one 
thing who has never done you a bit of harm and who trusted you more than anything else he ever has! And 
you throw it back in his face. Just like you did to me, just like you did to Ade. You're a great friend Harry, as 


long as its on your terms!" 
"Tha's not true Bruce! An’ stop calling ‘im a fing! ‘E's more of a ‘uman bein’ than a lot of people | know!" 


"Oh, now you defend him? You throw him out of your life when you have no idea what he did to save youl | 
saw what he had to do. | saw what he had to fight. And the only thing he cared about when it was over was 
getting to you" Bruce threw his hands in the air, letting out a huge sigh. "You know what Harry? This is 
senseless. l'm wasting my breath. | may as well go have this argument with a tree for all the good it'll do." 


Bruce started out of the room, stopping in the doorway and turning back. "Ed should be thankful for one thing. 


When most people tire of a pet, they just put it to sleep. He's already dead." Giving Steve a mocking wave, 
Bruce started through the hallway, heading for the door. 


The roar of rage behind him made him stop in his tracks, spinning around to see Harry bearing down on him, 
his face red with rage, his fists clenched at his sides. "Oo do you fink you are? A pet? ‘Ow dare you! You know 
wot Ed means to me and you know it's the last fing | wanted! But | was ‘urtin' ‘im Bruce, 'e knew | was feelin’ 


fings when ‘e was round mel" 

"Right Harry, he knew! And he was doing everything he could to try to give you the space to get over this. 
For fuck's sake! He knows what happened Steve! He lived through every fucking bit of your pain. Did he tell you 
that? Did he tell you that he would show up just to sit with you in case you had nightmares so that he could 
take them away?" 

Steve's face drained of color. "E never said a fing." 

"No, he wouldn't. Because he did it for you, not for any reward or for what he got from it. Cause you know 
what he got Harry? Nothing In fact, what he got was treated like an unwanted pet. Well, he's not your pet 
Harry." 


"| neffer said 'e was!" 


"Then why are you dismissing him as if he means nothing?" Bruce snorted. "You know what Harry? You're a 


coward. And that is something | never thought | would see in you." 
"Wof Fuck you Bruce!" 


Bruce waved his hand. "Right. Fuck me. And fuck Ed. You know what else? He's better off without you. Why 
should he be the only one that gives a fuck?" 


"E isn't! Bludi ‘elll" Steve pressed his hand against his side, the pain in his face nearly making Bruce relent. 
"Then why is he coming to me looking like he's lost his best friend Harry?" 


The softly spoken words had the effect Bruce had been looking for the whole time. Steve's head dropped, the 


long auburn curls covering his face. "I lost me best friend too Bruce." 


"You don't have to Harry. Look, I'm coming over tonight. You, me and Ed. We're going to sit down and talk this 
out. I'll be here and maybe that will give you a little more comfort than being alone with Ed" Bruce moved 
back to stand in front of Steve, placing his hand on his shoulder. "He understands why you're scared Harry. So 
do |. Fuck, | can't even tell you what | thought when | heard you on the phone that night. And coming here...” 
Bruce shook his head as if to shatter the memory. 


"Ok Bruce." Steve turned away, starting up the steps, leaving Bruce in the hall. "lm tired now." 


Bruce watched him go, letting out a sigh as he let himself out the door. Lost in thought, he got into his car, 


crossing his arms over the steering wheel and resting his forehead against them. That was not the most fun 
thing Ive ever done. 


A soft growl from the backseat made him jump. "Ed. Don't..." 
"You didn't have to hurt him like that Bruce." 


"| didn't want to Ed, but it was the only way to make him listen. Now, meet me here tonight” 


Still grumbling, the demon vanished. 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
And still for Andy - and for all the other Eddie lovers. ;) 


Steve sat at the table, glancing at the clock every few minutes. Bruce hadn't said what time, and already it 
was past eleven Maybe he had decided... Steve sighed, getting up and going to answer the door. Opening it, he 
stood back and let Bruce inside, glancing behind him. 

"Where's Ed?" 

"He's not here?" 

Steve shook his head, shutting the door. "No." 

"Maybe he's waiting for you to call him." 

Steve closed his eyes, his stomach twisting into a knot. Taking a breath, he called the demon. 


"Ed!" 


A knock on the door made them look at each other. With a shrug, Steve went and looked out the door, unable 
to keep from laughing as he opened it. The demon stood on the porch, looking quite pleased with himself. 


"Ed, wot are you doin?" 

"| didn't want to just appear. | thought this would be better " Eddie fidgeted, looking at Steve. 

"Wot?" Steve looked confused. 

"May | come in?" 

"Oh fer fuck's sake Edl" Steve stood back, sweeping his arm in front of him. "Do come in!" Eddie stepped past 
Steve, careful to keep as far away as he could. Steve's eyes narrowed; shutting the door he turned to face 
both of his visitors. Bruce inclined his head, raising an eyebrow and looking at Steve. Steve turned and studied 


the demon. Eddie kept his head turned, staring at the wall, intentionally not looking at Steve. 


Bruce finally broke the awkward silence, turning and walking toward the kitchen. "Let's keep it informal, shall 


we?" 


Eddie hung back, waiting for Steve to follow Bruce, making sure to leave ample space between himself and 
Steve so as not to crowd the bassist. Stuffing his hands in his pockets, the demon shuffled behind him, taking 
a seat at the other end of the table to put as much distance as he could between them. Steve sighed; he 
could feel the unhappiness rolling off the demon in waves, even without the familiar mind link they had shared 
for years. 

Bruce sat down, giving a loud snort and looking back and forth between the two. "Oh this is just fucking nuts. 
Harry, | still say you're a coward. | don't know why I'm even bothering to do this. It's not like you give a fuck 
about him anyway." 

‘Don’ start yer shit Bruce! | fought this was so we could talk abou' fings." 

Bruce rolled his eyes, slouching down in his chair. "Yes, whatever. But you're going to sit there and he's going 
to sit there, and neither one of you is going to say a fucking word. Because Ed is worried about making things 
worse and you are too much of a coward to face these silly fears." 

‘lam not a coward!" 

Eddie's grumble made them both look at him, the demon doing his best to keep from inserting his two cents. 
"You have something to say Eddie?" Bruce crossed his arms, staring at the demon 

"You're being a bit ignorant Bruce. Harry is not a coward. 

Bruce threw his hands up. "See? You treat him like shit and he still jumps to defend you. A pet. A bloody pet!" 


"E is not a pet! You fink /m ‘urtin’ ‘im Bruce? ‘Ow do you fink it makes ‘im feel to ‘ear that?" 


"Blah blah blah. Words Harry, just words. Actions speak louder, and your actions positively scream that you 
don't give a fuck." 


Steve's hand curled into fists. "Bruce, l'm tellin’ you -- yer pushin’ too far ‘ere." 

Bruce gave a bark of laughter, slapping his hand on the table. Leaning toward Harry, he raised an eyebrow, 
hissing quietly, "And what are you going to do about it Harry? Send me away too?" Bruce sat back, shaking his 
head and tsking quietly. "Coward. Who would have thought. Steve bloody Harris. A fucking coward” 

With a roar, Eddie jumped to his feet, crossing to Bruce in one giant leap before either man could react. 

"Ed, nol" Steve jumped up, trying to get between the enraged demon and Bruce, grabbing Eddie's arm and 


literally hanging from it as the demon's hand twisted in Bruce's shirt, picking him up off the chair and yanking 
him forward, their faces inches apart, Bruce's feet dangling more than a foot off the floor. 


Bruce's hands wrapped around the demon's forearm, his face gone white with terror. Oh fuck, may have pushed 
it too far this time Dickinson. 


Steve tried to keep his voice calm, placing his hand on Eddie's chest and talking quickly. "Ed, put ‘im down, Slowly. 


Ed, come on. ‘E's just runnin’ off at the mouf y'know. Ed, please. You don’ wanna ‘urt ‘im." 
Eddie turned his head, his eyes meeting Steve's. "Yet you think | would hurt you?" 


Steve shook his head. "Put ‘im down Ed, an‘ we'll talk. Wifout ‘im. Please." 


Eddie slowly lowered Bruce back into his chair, releasing him and giving a smirk as he landed heavily on his 
arse. Bruce rubbed his chest, staring up at the demon. "For fuck's sake Edl" 


Eddie growled, his eyes still bright red with rage, his body visibly trembling. Steve swore quietly, moving in 
front of the demon. "Ed, come on" Taking his arm, Steve led him from the kitchen, shooting a glance at Bruce 


as they left the room. 


Bruce slumped in the chair, his heart hammering against his ribs, his hands shaking. Well it worked And it only 


damn near cost me my head 


Eddie paced the living room, still agitated by Bruce's behavior, yet trying to temper his anger out of concern 
for Steve. 


"Ed. Stop the bludi pacin’. Yer makin! me neck ‘urt watchin’ you go back an' for ff" 


Eddie sighed, looking out the window. "Maybe | should just go. I'm sorry Harry, | shouldn't have gone to Bruce 
and asked him to help." 


Steve snorted. "Sit down Ed" 

Eddie turned, raising what would have been his eyebrow. "You sure?" 

Steve gave a quiet laugh, shaking his head. "Yeah, l'm sure" 

Eddie walked over to the couch and sat down next to Steve. The barely imperceptible tensing of his body made 
the demon sigh and shift his body away, moving further down the seat, Steve groaned, propping his elbows on 


his knees and putting his face in his hands. 


‘Its ok Harry." Steve looked up, for the first time seeing the demons dulled eyes, the red having faded and 
being replaced by the normal blue. 


"No it isn't Ed. Bruce is right about some fings. | am a coward." 
Eddie shook his head. "No you aren't" 
Steve took a deep breath, moving closer to Eddie and reaching out a tentative hand, laying it on the demon's 


arm. "I am. | know you as well as | know meself Ed. An’ me problem is more wif me than you y'know? | can't 


belief | didn't know it wasn't you. If | can't trust meself to know me best friend, ‘ow can | trust meself to know 
anyfing?" 

Its what that demon does Harry. He makes himself into other demons and uses it to play mind games. He was 
pissed off because of the attention | get as Maiden's mascot. All those people who worship and love me; all 
those souls for the taking..." Eddie turned to face Steve, "And you. And the rest of the boys." 

"Why?" 


"Because he knows that just as | would do anything for you, you would do anything for me. It's a pretty big 


power trip to have a bunch of humans at your beck and call.” 
"At yer beck an’ call are we?" Steve grinned, cocking his head at the demon 


Eddie's dry rattle made the knot in Steve's chest loosen a bit more, the tension fading a little from his rigid 
posture. "Well, some of you are." Eddie dropped him a wink, the first hint of blue spark showing in his gaze. 


‘lm sorry Ed" 

Eddie smiled; if Steve didn't know him as well as he did the sight of those teeth being bared would have 
brought on another rush of terror. "You don't have to be sorry Harry." Eddie lifted his hand, moving it slowly 
and bringing it closer to Steve until the tips of his fingers brushed Steve's face, soothing over the fading 
bruises. 


"Well, this looks cozy." 


Both man and demon jumped, turning to face Bruce. "You alright?" Steve looked at the smug grin on Bruce's 


face and swore. 
"You did this on purpose you bastard!" 


Bruce nodded. "And it worked. If you were both pissed at me you had something to make you forget the 
problems between you. Although, remind me never to take it quite that far again" 


Eddie narrowed his eyes. "Did | hurt you?" 


"Nah, just ripped out a couple handfuls of hair off my chest" 


Eddie snorted. "Well, no one would notice with that pelt" 


Bruce doubled over, slapping his knee in feigned amusement. "You're so bloody funny Ed. Lucky for you, looks 


aren't everything." 

Eddie flipped him the finger. "Never heard you complain about my looks when you're going for a demon ride." 
Steve groaned. "Oh please, | do not need to ‘ear this!" 

Eddie worried his skin with his teeth. "Does it bother you that Bruce and |..2" 


Steve ducked his head, letting his hair fall over his face to hide the heated blush he felt rising in his cheeks. 
"No, not really. Sometimes..." Steve broke off, twisting his fingers together. 


Bruce came into the room, giving Eddie a look before taking a seat. "Sometimes what Harry?" 

Steve's words were so quiet Bruce didn't hear him, but from the look on Eddie's face he had. "Wha?" 

Steve sighed, lifting his head. "I said sometimes | get a bit jealous." 

Eddie fell back on the couch, staring at Steve. "Oh Harry, all you have to do is ask!" 

Bruce hooted, leaning back in his chair. "There's something | never thought I'd hear!" 

Steve's blush deepened. "I knew | should have kept me mouf shut" 

Eddie sat up, sliding over until his thigh was against Steve's. "No Harry." As violent as the demon's touch could 
be, the hand he pushed under Steve's hair to cup the back of his neck was the softest of touches, his fingers 
barely grazing the skin. "You should have. A long time ago." 

Bruce sucked in his breath, watching as the demon leaned forward, brushing his mouth over Steve's. Steve 
tensed, starting to pull back, his eyes wide, the demon pressing closer, this time kissing him gently but 
thoroughly. What shocked Bruce was Steve's response; a soft groan against the demon's mouth before his 
hand came up to rest on the demon's shoulder as he leaned into the kiss. 

Bruce shifted in his chair, his jeans suddenly much tighter than they had been ten minutes before, his eyes 
glued to the scene unfolding in front of him, Eddie's long arm wrapping around Steve's waist, lifting him easily 
and moving him to straddle Eddie's thighs, their mouths still joined. Bruce groaned, watching Eddie's hand slide 


down to cup Steve's arse, pulling him tight against him. 


Steve and Eddie seemed to have forgotten Bruce was even in the room; Steve's head was now tipped back, his 


hair cascading over the demon's supporting arm as Eddie nipped and licked at his throat, a steady purring 


growl vibrating through the demon, Steve's soft groans making Bruce's cock throb in his jeans. 


Eddie tugged at Steve's shirt, pulling it up over his chest and lifting it over his head, his mouth waiting to 
claim Steve's again as the fabric slid past his face. Steve's hands gripped the sinewy shoulders, digging in as 
Eddie's tongue swept through his mouth, teasing over his teeth and rubbing the inside of his cheeks before 
wrapping around his and sucking gently. 


Steve's tongue slid over Eddie's; exploring the demon's mouth, the sweet taste of spices filling his senses and 
making him hunger for more. His hands moved down Eddie's back, feeling the ridges in his skin through his 
shirt, the long muscles flexing under his fingers as Eddie arched against him. 


Bruce was torn, part of him unable to tear his eyes away from the scene in front of him, another part 
knowing that he should leave and let the two have their fun without an observer and the third and final part 
that wanted nothing more that to join in the fun. Rising unsteadily to his feet, he absently rubbed his cock, 


groaning along with Steve as Eddie bent him back over his arm and began flicking his tongue over Steve's 


nipple. 


Eddie's head snapped up, his eyes shining a strange golden color with the outer edge flashing red. "Bruce." he 
hissed, holding out his hand and beckoning him forward. Steve turned his head, his eyes so heavy with lust 
they were mere slits. Bruce hesitated, looking at Steve. Steve's grin was almost feral, his voice rough, 


resonating through Bruce's body the way Eddie's would when he growled his name. "Come ‘ere." 


Bruce nearly stumbled over his feet in his rush to cross to join them, taking Eddie's hand and being pulled 
down onto the couch, the demon wrapping his arm around him and drawing him in for a kiss. The normal spicy 
taste was there, along with another flavor Bruce had never experienced before. Eddie broke the kiss, turning 
his head and pulling Steve back in, pushing his tongue into Steve's mouth and kissing him hard. Eddie's hand slid 
up Bruce's back, cupping his neck and turning his head until his face was against Eddie's cheek The soft laugh 
from the demon held a note of lust tinged with evil as he drew back, his other hand on the back of Steve's 
neck, turning him slightly and then guiding the two men together. 


The first brush of their lips made Steve pull back, eyes widening for a moment before Eddie nuzzled his face 
and growled softly, his lids dropping closed as the demon guided him back to meet Bruce's mouth. Nothing 
tentative this time; Bruce's hand tangled in Steve's hair and pulled him closer, his tongue running over Steve's 
teeth before pushing into his mouth. Steve growled, his tongue meeting Bruce's and twisting around, their 
chests bumping together as the kiss deepened, the demon letting out a soft howl as he watched. 


Bruce grunted into Steve's mouth when he felt the bassist's fingers press against his chest, dragging up over 
his shirt and brushing his nipple, the bud hardening under the light touch. Steve grinned against his mouth, 
ghosting his fingers over Bruce's pecs and teasing the other nub. 


Eddie pushed his face between theirs, jealously seeking some of their attention, extending his tongue and 
forcing it between their lips. Both laughed, all three pressed together, all three tongues tasting and teasing. 


"Enough." The demon's voice was like gravel; his eyes pinpoints of gold in a sea of blood red. Grinning, he cocked 


his head to the side. "So should | throw you both over my shoulders and carry you upstairs?" 


Steve's laugh was shaky, a trace of uncertainty in his eyes. Bruce swore to himself, unwilling to let Steve take 
the time to think too much he reached over and cupped the hard bulge between Steve's thighs, rubbing his 
thumb over the wet spot on the front of his jeans. Steve's hips snapped forward, pushing his cock into Bruce's 


hand. Bruce hissed through his teeth, rubbing his crotch against the demon. "Think you can carry us both Ed?" 


Eddie snorted, wrapping an arm around each of their waists and standing with ease, grinning as Bruce's legs 
automatically wrapped around him, scooting himself up until he was high around the demon's waist. Steve's 
face was screwed up in pain, the demon swearing and setting him gently down as he realized the pressure he 


was putting on Steve's ribs. 
"Fuck, Harry, l'm sorry... Steve shook his head, taking several short breaths as he leaned against Eddie. 


It's alright Ed" Eddie set Bruce down as well, giving him a wink before sweeping Steve up in his arms. Steve 
yelped, blushing furiously as Eddie carried him toward the steps, Bruce following behind. "Ed | can walk!" 


Eddie shook his head. "I know you can, but I'm not giving you a chance to change your mind." 


Waiting until Eddie lowered him gently to the floor in his bedroom, Steve touched the demon's face. "I'm not 
changin’ me mind Ed" Glancing behind Eddie, Steve grinned shyly at Bruce, his face still flushed. "About nofink" 


"Glad to hear that Harry." Eddie turned Steve; holding him against his chest and stroking his nipples as Bruce 
moved closer, leaning back in and running his tongue over Steve's jaw, his hand going to the waistband of 
Steve's jeans and popping open the button. Steve moaned; his hands coming up to rest on Bruce's shoulders, 
turning his head and finding Bruce's mouth. 


Eddie stroked his hands down Steve's chest, pushing his fingers under the loosened jeans and curling his hand 
around Steve's balls, grinning as he arched, crying out into Bruce's mouth. Bruce pulled his mouth from 
Steve's, kissing along the line of his jaw and onto his neck, nipping the skin before rasping his tongue down the 
throbbing pulse. 


Eddie's free hand cupped Steve's chin, turning his face toward the demon and meeting his mouth, his lips 
parting and accepting the thrust of that wicked tongue. Bruce continued to work his way down, his fingers 
teasing one nipple as his mouth fastened over the other, sucking lightly, giving it a sharp nip before lapping it 
quickly. Tracing a path across Steve's chest he switched, finally leaving the stiff buds as Steve shuddered 
under his mouth. 


Steve groaned; his fingers tangled in Bruce's hair as his tongue wormed down over his stomach, dipping into 
the hollow of his navel and circling it slowly. Bruce tugged Eddie's arm, grumbling at the demon to move so he 
could continue his journey, catching the demon's wrist as he withdrew his hand and running his tongue over his 


palm, tasting the musk from Steve's groin. 


"You dirty little man" The demor's voice was full of affection, his fingers stroking Steve's throat as he looked 
down at Bruce. Turning his head to nuzzle Steve's hair, he pressed his lips to his ear. "Watch him." 


Steve's head tipped forward slightly, his breathing ragged as his eyes locked with Bruce's. A sly grin on his 
face, Bruce's fingers eased the zipper on Steve's jeans down, rubbing his chin over the patch of hair above the 
waistband of his briefs. Hooking his fingers over the denim covering Steve's hips, Bruce tugged it down, backing 
his head up and gathering the elastic waistband as well, drawing both down Steve's thighs, his cock springing 
free, the already weeping head slapping his stomach. Eddie carefully lifted Steve, holding him as Bruce pulled his 
shoes, jeans and briefs off with a flourish and tossed them aside. 


Steve gave a breathless laugh as Eddie set him back on his feet, looking down at Bruce. "Ready?" Steve nodded, 
licking his lips nervously at the leer on Bruce's face, leaning back against Eddie as he waited for what would 
come next. Steve grunted, his hips instinctively pushing forward as Bruce wrapped his hand around his cock, 
sinking down to rest on his knees and rasping his tongue over the head. Eddie's fingernails scratched lightly 
through the hair on Steve's chest, his cock rubbing against the small of Steve's back as they both watched 
Bruce's mouth open, his tongue licking up the thick vein on the underside of Steve's rigid shaft, stopping to rub 
the tip where the head joined the shaft, Steve shuddering in Eddie's arms. 


Steve tugged Bruce's hair, urging him closer, tipping his head back and sighing as the head of his cock slipped 
into the wet heat of Bruce's mouth, lips closing tightly behind the head and holding it just inside as his tongue 
swirled around the tip. Strong fingers cupped his balls, rolling them around in Bruce's palm, his thumb rubbing 
over the eggs. 


"Nice Harry?" Steve nodded sharply, his breath coming in short pants as Bruce slid his mouth down his shaft, 
the head touching the back of his throat. Steve hissed as Bruce swallowed, the head working down into his 
throat until his lips were tight around the base, Bruce's nose buried in the thick hair of Steve's groin. 


Bruce's cock ached for attention, the smell of lust and sweat filling his nostrils as he breathed slowly, keeping 
Steve buried in his throat for a few moments until he tugged Bruce's hair impatiently. 


Eddie snorted, amused at the greediness of the bassist. Pushing Steve's hair aside, he dipped his head, sinking 
his teeth into the juncture of Steve's neck and shoulder, sucking the flesh as his fingers ran over Steve's 
chest, roughly pulling and rolling the hard nipples between his fingers. Bruce drew his mouth back up the shaft, 
flattening his tongue under Steve's cock and licking the length. Gently scraping his teeth over the head, Bruce 
felt a rush of triumphant lust surge through his cock as Steve's hands grabbed his head, his control snapping 
at the slow torture, his hips thrusting hard as he drove his cock into Bruce's mouth. 


Bruce's free hand slid over Steve's hip, working its way between his and Eddie's body and finding the demon's 
cock, rubbing it through the soft denim as Steve fucked his mouth, the bassist grunting with every thrust. 
Eddie threw back his head and groaned, pushing into Bruce's hand, giving Steve's nipples a sharp tug. 


Steve's eyes were shut tight, his mouth open as he fought to breathe, his mind and body all focused on the 


rolling lust in his veins. His balls drew up in Bruce's rough massage, tightening and preparing to unload his come 


into that sucking cave, precum flowing out of the slit and coating Bruce's tongue and the back of his throat. 


The edges of his mind shattered; Steve's head rolled back and forth against Eddie's shoulder as he howled his 
release, his cock giving a hard twitch inside Bruce's mouth, the first spurt of come splashing on the back of 
his tongue. Bruce gave Steve's balls a firm squeeze, milking them with his fingers as he swallowed, each lesser 


burst into his mouth held and savored until with a last violent shudder Steve sagged back against Eddie. 


Bruce kept his mouth tight around the shaft as he lifted his head and let it slip from his mouth, rolling the 


thick come around and tasting Steve's essence before swallowing. 


Steve groaned, his legs shaking, forcing his fingers open and letting go of Bruce's hair. Eddie grinned down, 
blowing Bruce a kiss before carefully walking Steve over and sitting him down on the edge of the bed. Turning 
back to Bruce, Eddie bent over and lifted him to his feet, running his finger down his jaw and hissing softly. 


"You, little man, are overdressed." 


Bruce lifted his arms, letting Eddie tug his shirt over his head, placing his hands on the demon's chest as Eddie 
leaned down, swiping his tongue over Bruce's lips and groaning. "Sweet Harry, and you didn't even save me any." 
Bruce looped his arms around Eddie's neck, pressing his mouth to Ed's and thrusting his tongue into the 
demon's mouth. Steve pushed himself to his feet, moving to stand behind Bruce and reaching around, his 


fingers untastening Bruce's jeans. 


Bruce felt Eddie's grin against his lips, the demon's tongue playing with his, wrapping around and stroking over 
the wedge of muscle before sucking it hard. Bruce's fingers dug into Eddie's neck, holding himself up as Steve's 
hand slid into his jeans and traced the base of his cock, sliding down the shaft and pinching the head. 


Eddie twisted his mouth free, his eyes blood red as he looked down, watching the movement of Steve's hand 
under the denim. Steve's arm wrapped round Bruce from behind, supported his weight as Eddie dropped to his 
knees, impatiently pulling the jeans down Bruce's legs. Bruce staggered back against Steve, laughing at the 
demon's grumbling as he tried to pull them off over the shoes. 


"Bludi ‘ell Ed!" Steve grunted, laughing himself as Bruce lifted his foot, letting Ed give a strong tug and freeing 
that leg. 


"Shut up Harry and Bruce lift the other." The demon gave a satisfied snort as he managed to pull off the 
remaining barrier of clothes and footwear, flinging them over his shoulder. "Now, what was | down here for? 


Oh yes..." 


Bruce shrieked, arching up on his toes and leaning against Steve's chest as Eddie sucked his cock down to the 
root. Reaching up over his shoulder, Bruce grabbed a handful of Steve's hair, yanking him forward and crashing 
their lips together, groaning into Steve's mouth as Eddie sucked him hard, the demons fingers manipulating the 
heavy sac of balls. Steve's hand roamed over Bruce's chest, combing through the thick hair and teasing his 
ripples, sucking Bruce's tongue into his mouth and gripping it with his teeth. 


Bruce writhed between the dual assault on his body; the demon's tongue wrapping around his cock and dragging 
over the silken flesh with the bony ridges that passed as lips pressed tight around the shaft. The rough pads 
of Steve's fingers caught on the hard points of his nipples; Steve's breath filled his mouth and lungs, Bruce's 
knees shaking as he struggled to remain on his feet. 


Eddie looked up when Steve's hand nudged his chin, sitting back on his heels and releasing Bruce cock with a 
soft pop as it rebounded up and quivered, Bruce cursing loudly. "Fuck Ed! Why'd you..oh fuck Harry...” 


Those rough fingers wrapped around Bruce's shaft, stroking it slowly, Steve's breath blowing over Bruce's 
sweat wet skin. Eddie got to his feet, placing his hands on Bruce's shoulders and turning him round, pulling him 
back to rest against his chest. Steve's hand never stopped moving, his fingers running over the head as he 


carefully lowered himself to his knees. Bruce shook his head frantically. "Oh fuck, really Harry, if you do l'm 


The first touch of Steve's tongue on the head of his cock drew a shaky groan from Bruce, his hands clutching 
at Eddie's thighs. Steve blew a stream of air over the head, laughing softly as Bruce shivered, his head lolling 
against Eddie's chest. Opening his mouth, Steve wrapped his tongue around the head, pulling it into his mouth 
and closing his teeth carefully on the ridge, letting them scrape the shaft as he took it deeper inside. 


Eddie slid his finger into Bruce's mouth, grinning as he sucked and licked the gnarled digit, moaning when Eddie 
slipped it free. Running his fingernail down Bruce's back, Eddie pushed it into the cleft of his arse, rubbing the 
saliva around the tight pucker and then pressing his finger inside. Bruce's hips thrust forward, burying his cock 


in Steve's mouth, his eyes screwed shut as he cried out. 


Steve braced his hands on Bruce's thighs, dragging his short nails over the thick muscles as his head moved 
slowly back and forth, taking Bruce's cock as deep as he could and letting his tongue flick over the underside as 
he drew back up the shaft. Eddie's finger moved deep into Bruce's arse, wiggling and twisting around, curling 
inside him and rubbing against his prostate until he sagged against the demon's arm holding him in place. 


Wrapping a handful of Steve's hair in his fist, Bruce rocked his hips, fucking Harry's mouth as he canted 
forward, driving Eddie's finger deep as he rolled them back. Steve could feel the thick precum oozing from the 
slit, the taste strange but not bad, sweet with a hint of musk and salt. 


Eddie growled, his cock dripping inside his jeans, his lust hitting heights that had him aching to rip Bruce apart 
with his cock, the rock hard muscles in the man's arse rubbing against him. Adding another finger, Eddie nipped 
Bruce's neck, laughing wickedly as he keened, his hips thrusting hard. Steve gagged when Bruce's cock hit the 
back of his throat; before he could pull back Eddie's hand cupped the back of his head and pushed it forward, 
forcing the head into the passage. Steve swallowed, his instincts trying to get rid of the obstruction, the 


contraction around the head of his cock making Bruce yank Steve's hair. 


Bruce turned his head, blindly seeking the demon's mouth, growling around the playful tongue, his vision fading 
to grey as his balls drew up, his cock swelling inside Steve's mouth. Recognizing the signs of Bruce's impending 


orgasm, Steve eased his head back, sucking hard and rasping his tongue over the head, cupping Bruce's balls 


and giving them a firm squeeze. 


The brief flash of pain was accompanied by a curl of Eddie's fingers inside his arse; a lick over the head of his 
cock from Steve's tongue and Bruce snapped, his hips rocking wildly for several strokes before his sharp cry 
echoed through the room, his arse clamping down on Eddie's fingers as he unloaded his thick seed into Steve's 
sucking mouth. 


Steve started to pull back, Eddie's hand urging him to stay in place as Bruce's balls pumped his load onto 


Steve's tongue, Steve's fingers rubbing over Bruce's sac as he swallowed. 


Eddie pulled his fingers out of Bruce's arse, lifting him up and yanking his cock from Steve's mouth, laughing as 
he tossed him onto the bed. Reaching down, Eddie lifted Steve from the floor, covering Steve's mouth with his 
and thrusting his tongue inside, licking any trace of Bruce's come from inside. Pulling back, Eddie picked Steve 
up and carried him over to the bed, setting him down next to Bruce and planting his fists on his hips, giving 
them both a smug grin. 


"Now, it's time to take care of the demon" 


Five 
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Eddie drew his shirt over his head, toeing off his trainers and leering at the two men on the bed. Undoing his 
jeans, he slid them down his legs, bending over and stepping out of them and leaving them in a heap on the 
floor, straightening up and wrapping his hand around his cock and wanking it roughly. Steve's eyes widened, long 


curls dancing as he shook his head. 
"Bludi ‘ell, you get that fing in yer arse?" 
Bruce grinned. "It only hurts for a minute Harry, then its damn nice." 


Eddie strutted to the bed, crawling up between them and flopping down onto his back, linking his fingers behind 
his head and waiting. "Well?" 


Bruce immediately went to work on the demon's chest, sucking and licking his nipple, his hand reaching down to 
caress the long thigh. Eddie could see Steve was unsure, his teeth worrying his lip as he raised his eyes to the 


demon's face. 
Eddie's voice was soft, his tone gentle. "Come here Harry." 


Steve moved up next to him, Eddie's hand reaching up and pushing back Steve's hair before cupping the back 
of his neck and drawing him down for a kiss. Keeping it gentle, Eddie used his tongue to stroke Steve's lips; 
darting inside and tickling the roof of his mouth before letting him draw back. 


Steve ducked his head, color staining his cheeks. Eddie's knuckles brushed over the heated skin. "Nothing you 
don't want to do Harry." 


Steve looked up, the dark brown eyes seeming to look into the soft gold tones of Eddie's past the orbs 
themselves and into his very being. "I trust you Ed" The demon moaned, his thumb brushing lightly over the 
bruises still showing on Steve's face. Bruce lifted his head, grinning at both of them. 


"That's all well and good you two but how about getting your arse down here and helping me with this Harry?" 


Steve laughed, turning his head and rubbing his cheek against Eddie's hand before scooting down the bed and 
grinning at Bruce across Eddie's hips. Bruce reached over and pulled Steve's head forward, meeting his mouth 
in a kiss, their tongues chasing back and forth, Eddie's cock bumping against their throats. With a happy sigh, 
Eddie propped himself up on his elbows, watching through red rimmed eyes. 


Their lips parting, Bruce and Steve lowered their heads, letting their tongues lick over the tip of Eddie's cock, 
wrestling over the thick precum covering the head. Steve was surprised to find the taste sweet, heavy with 
those same spices he could taste in the demon's mouth and on his skin, familiar as well from the smell he had 


associated with him for many years. 


A soft growl vibrated the bed, Eddie's head tipping back as he sighed in contentment. Steve took the head of 
that massive cock in his mouth, sucking it carefully, Bruce's tongue lapped up and down the shaft, running 


down over the wrinkled sac nestled between Eddie's thighs. 


Eddie spread his legs, grunting his approval as Bruce slid between his thighs. Steve lifted his head, running his 
tongue over his lips and lifting an eyebrow at Bruce. Bruce winked, cupping Eddie's ball sac in his palm and 
lowering his head, taking the skin between his lips and tugging; the demon grumbling and shifting under them. 


"Watch the teeth Dickinson. Last time you damn near bit one of them off." 


Giving the skin a last tug, Bruce smiled innocently up at the demon. "Was your fault Ed, don't jam your fingers 


up my arse when I'm not expecting it." 
Steve burst out laughing. Eddie snarled, giving him a mock glare. "Just get back to sucking my dick Harris.” 


Steve stuck his tongue out, grinning. Leaning back over Eddie's hip, he wrapped his hand around the base of the 
shaft, letting his fingers explore the skin. The same veins and ridges; but also grooves such as the ones that 
covered the demons body. The feel was siky under his hand though, the head spongy and soft with the rigid 
core underneath. Eddie sighed, shifting his hips slightly, enjoying the rough pads of Steve's fingers running over 


his cock. 


Bruce dipped his head back down, opening his mouth wide and working one of Eddie's balls inside, letting it lie on 
his tongue for a moment before rubbing it against the roof of his mouth, closing his lips as best he could and 
sucking, his fingers massaging the other. 


Eddie's hand stroked Steve's hair, letting him move his mouth at a slow pace as his jaw was stretched around 
the thick shaft, the head rubbing between his tongue and the roof of his mouth. Steve forced more of the 
cock inside, trying to suck it as he had been able to do to Bruce. Pulling back in frustration he shook his head. 
‘lm sorry Ed, | can't." 

Bruce eased Eddie's ball from his mouth, frowning up at Steve. "What's wrong Harry?" 

Eddie's hand continued it soothing motion through the long curls. "It's ok Harry. If you don't want to..." 


Steve shook his head again. "It's not tha' Ed" Keeping his eyes averted he spoke very quietly, afraid how his 


words would affect the demon "It's me jaw. It ‘urts too much to open it tha’ far." 


Eddie sat up, his grumbling soft and filled with affection "It's ok Harry. Really." 


Bruce sat up, taking Eddie's cock in his hand. "Here Harry, do this. He likes it almost as much and when | 


first..well.! damn near unhinged my jaw a few times.” 


Steve watched as Bruce lowered his head over the demon's cock, using his tongue to rasp over the head, 
pressing his lips to the tip and sucking the slit, his hand stroking the shaft slowly, his wrist turning to twist 
the skin as it slid up and down. Eddie groaned, letting his head fall back again. "Sweet mother of all demons little 
man, I'd forgotten about that." 


Steve's hand covered Bruce's, letting him feel the motions of the hand pleasuring the shaft, Bruce lifting his 
head and letting Steve lap the tip. Eddie lifted his head, catching Bruce's eye and blowing him a kiss. Bruce 
winked, squirming back down between Eddie's thighs and rubbing his chin on his balls. 


Steve's hand took over the movements on Eddie's shaft, his touch a little rougher than Bruce's, making the 
demon squirm and thrust up to meet his hand. Eddie's fingers continued to comb through Steve's hair, soft 
croons of encouragement coming from his throat. Eddie groaned when Steve rolled the head of his cock over 


his lips, the underside of his tongue rubbing the tip. 


Bruce lifted Eddie's balls, lapping the underside of the sac with his tongue, searching for that spot right behind 
that would make... Eddie snarled, his hips bucking up. Steve drew back, looking down at Bruce. "Tryin to put me 
eye out wif this fing?" 


Bruce sat up. "No, but | think we need to make some adjustments to the arrangements. Harry, flat on your 

back." Steve raised an eyebrow but did as Bruce instructed. "Ed, straddle his chest, but don't sit on him you 
bloody oaf" Eddie muttered under his breath, getting up on his knees and throwing a leg over Steve. "Good. 

Now..." Bruce reached around Eddie's hip, guiding the tip of his cock back to Steve's mouth. 


Steve took the shaft back in hand, wanking it slowly, licking and sucking the head. Eddie threw his head back; his 
balls were dragging through the hair on Steve's chest, tickling the sac with every move of his hips. Bruce 
grinned; getting on his knees between Steve's thighs and leaning forward, running the flat of his tongue down 


the cleft of Eddie's arse. 


Eddie gripped the headboard, rocking his hips slowly to rub his balls on Steve's chest, watching to be sure he 
wasn't forcing his cock into Steve's mouth while still pushing back to meet Bruce's tongue, now rimming him 
slowly. The demon grunted as Bruce pressed the tip inside him, bearing down to open the ring for him, grinding 


his teeth with the first stroke over the walls of his arse. 
The different angle allowed Steve to open his mouth a bit easier, the head of the demon's cock pushing inside 
and rubbing against his tongue. Letting the motions of Eddie's hips move the shaft through his hand, Steve 


began squeezing his fingers as well as twisting his wrist, hearing Eddie grunt in surprise. 


Bruce reached between Eddie's legs, cupping his balls and massaging them with strong rolls of his fingers, 


knowing the demon liked a bit of pain with his pleasure. Eddie grinned, giving a delighted wiggle at the rough 


treatment from both men, his eyes burning blood red as his lust rose inside him. 


Steve felt the difference in the thrusts of Eddie's cock, the precum now dripping in a steady stream. Bruce 
could also feel the change, the demon's arse tightening around his tongue as he drive the stiffened wedge 
inside him. Withdrawing his tongue, Bruce replaced it with two fingers, keeping the same rhythmic pace in his 
strokes. Getting back up on his knees, he leaned over Eddie's back and lapped at the skin, enjoying the taste of 
spices that filled his mouth. 


Eddie growled, Steve's hand was moving rapidly on his shaft, his balls tightening in Bruce's palm. He clamped his 
arse tight around the thick fingers moving inside him, throwing back his head and letting out a howl as they 


curled, pressing hard on his prostate. 


Bruce flattened his body a bit, pressing his balls against Steve's and rocking his hips, feeling the man jerk under 
him in surprise. Steve groaned around the head of Eddie's cock, his fingers tightening convulsively around the 
shaft. Eddie suddenly reared back, pulling his cock away from Steve's mouth and driving himself down on 
Bruce's fingers, roaring as his cock swelled in Steve's hand. Bruce sank his teeth into Eddie's back as he came, 
come pouring from the slit and splashing down onto Steve's chest, the thick pool spreading over the hair. Steve 
groaned, arching up and grinding against Bruce, his hand moving up Eddie's shaft and squeezing the ridge. 


Bruce kept curling his fingers inside Eddie's arse, forcing the come from his balls with each hard shudder that 
ran through the demon. With a final grunt, Eddie strained against Steve's hand, his fingers digging so hard into 
the headboard that his nails left crescent shaped marks in the wood. 


With a groan, Eddie rolled over, swearing as Bruce's fingers were ripped from his arse, Steve barely able to let 
go of his cock before giving it a yank even the pain loving demon would have found agonizing. Sprawled out, 
Eddie turned his head and grinned fondly at the two men, Bruce leaned over Steve, lapping the come on his 
chest, waiting until he had a good bit in his mouth then shifting upwards to lower his mouth to Steve's. Eddie 
growled, watching the two exchange his come back and forth with their tongues, grinding their cocks together 


until Bruce tore himself free with a gasp. 

"Fuck Harry." Bruce bit his lip, sitting on his knees between Steve's legs and rubbing his hands over his thighs. 
Steve groaned, reaching down and grabbing his cock, giving it several hard tugs. "| need to fuckin’ come." 

Eddie rolled onto his side, removing Steve's hand. “Allow me...” 

Steve arched up off the bed as the demon rasped his tongue over the head, the dry chuckle sending a wafting 
current of scented air over his groin. Bruce watched, stroking his cock slowly. Running his fingers through the 
come still resting on Steve's chest, he rolled his eyes skyward; unsure of the reaction it would bring, Bruce 


smeared the viscous fluid over Steve's arse. 


Steve jumped, propping himself up on elbow and trying to focus on Bruce, his eyes rolling back as Eddie's 


mouth reached the base of his shaft. Bruce dipped his fingers again, going back between Steve's legs and 
working the tip of one inside, stopping when Steve cried out. 


Eddie lifted his head, snarling at Bruce. "Don't you hurt him little man.” 
Steve shook his head wildly. "It's ok, doesn’t 'urt.." 


Encouraged, Bruce pushed his finger deeper, moving it around and then pulling it back before pressing forward 
again, each time sending it further inside. Steve lifted his legs, placing his feet flat on the bed and pressing 
down to meet the questing finger, his breathing deep and unsteady. Eddie grinned, nodding at Bruce before 
leaning over and licking Steve's cock like a lollipop, that strangely agile tongue contorting around and over the 


shaft. 


Bruce carefully added a second finger, using his free hand to lift Steve's leg and rest the calf on his shoulder, 
rolling his hips up and easing the entrance inside him. Steve's eyes were screwed shut, his hands curled into 


fists as he panted, sweat soaked hair clinging to his neck and shoulders. 


Eddie lifted his other leg and held it for a moment, turning his head to look at Bruce as his mouth rose and 
fell on Steve's cock. Bruce took a deep breath, easing his fingers out and placing the weeping head of his cock 
at Steve's hole. Steve's eyes flew open, his face tinged with panic as Bruce pushed the head of his cock inside; 


a low moan fell from his lips as the shaft disappeared into his arse. 


Bruce let out the breath he had been holding when he felt his balls press against Steve's. Eddie moved Steve's 
leg to lay over Bruce's hip, crooning softly around the head of the cock in his mouth. Bruce rubbed Steve's 
thighs, waiting for his body to adjust around him. 


Steve hissed between his teeth as Bruce slowly withdrew his cock, stopping with the head trapped inside. Eddie 
mouth dulled the pain, instead of feeling like he was being split in half there was only a sensation of fullness as 
Bruce's cock pushed back inside. 


Bruce couldn't believe Steve hadn't protested; Eddie knew this was something he had wanted to do for a very 
long time and now getting his chance he was sure his cock was going to literally explode. Keeping his strokes 
slow and smooth, Bruce gritted his teeth and tried to think about anything except the tight grip of Steve's 


arse around his cock. 


Eddie grinned around the shaft in his mouth, wrapping his tongue around the underside and sucking as he lifted 
his head, grazing his teeth lightly over the ridge and chuckling when Steve yipped. 


Steve dropped his other leg and wrapped them both around Bruce, his hips beginning to rise to meet the 
downward spiral of Bruce's cock inside him, their balls grinding together until Bruce drew back again. Sweat 


dripped down from Bruce's face, his jaw set as he fought the urge to pound into Steve. 


A sharp slap on his arse made Bruce slam forward, Steve crying out and arching up off the bed. Bruce glared 


at Eddie, his whole body trembling in reaction to the hard spank. Eddie winked, twirling his tongue around the 
head of Steve's cock. The slight shift in position put Bruce's cock at just the right angle to hit Steve's prostate 
with every thrust, soft whimpers and moans coming from the shuddering man as he rocked his hips faster, 
wanting more of the contact. Bruce groaned, his hips starting to snap forward, hard jabs of his cock sending 
waves of pleasure out from his groin. 


The softness of the walls holding him was belied by the strong clench of the muscles under them, the skin of 
Bruce's shaft feeling the drag as his pace increased still more. Eddie positioned his head and held still, keeping 
his mouth tight around Steve and letting him fuck his mouth as he rode Bruce's cock. 


Reaching under Steve's leg, Eddie managed to take both of their sacs in his hand and massage them firmly, 
both men nearly screaming as the demon gave them a hard squeeze. Steve lost it first, his arse clamped down 
on Bruce's cock as he cried out, his back bowing as he squeezed his eyes shut and came, the muscles and 
tendons in his body locked and trembling as he shuddered wildly. Eddie growled, swallowing the come as fast as 
it flowed into his mouth, slurping loudly and lapping the head to get every drop. 


Bruce dug his fingers into Steve's thighs, grinding against him as he filled the slick tunnel with his seed, jerking 
above Steve with each shot from his balls. Eddie opened his mouth as Steve fell back to the bed, moaning and 
twisting as Bruce shuddered through the last of his orgasm. Bruce started to fall forward, Eddie's arm 
sweeping in front of him and holding his weight to keep him from landing on Steve. 

Nodding weakly, unable to even find words, Bruce gently pulled his softening cock from Steve's arse, groaning at 
the rush of come that followed, running down the cleft and pooling on the bed. Steve's legs fell from around 
Bruce, his thighs visibly trembling as he winced through the pain of the gasping breaths he was taking. Eddie 
eased Bruce down beside him, propping his head on his hand and grinning. 

"You two do an old demon proud." 

Steve groaned. "Stop soundin so damn smug you old bastard." 

Eddie laughed, reaching over and tweaking Steve's nipple. "I am smug. | haven't seen you this relaxed in years." 
"That's not relaxed, it's dead" Bruce's voice was muffled by the fact he was face down on the mattress. 
Steve rolled his head to the side. "Bludi ‘ell Bruce, yer gonna suffocate!" 

Bruce shrugged his shoulders. "| don't care." 

Eddie rolled his eyes, reaching across Steve and pushing Bruce's shoulder to roll him onto his side. "Right. Just 
what Harry needs to explain, why his singer is dead of suffocation in his bed after a night of sex with a 


demon." 


Steve burst out laughing, groaning and grabbing his side. "Oh fuck Ed, that ‘urts." 


Eddie wiggled what would have been his eyebrows. "So, who's up for another?" 
Bruce groaned. "Ed, please. We're lowly humans remember?" 


Steve started to get up, falling back and swearing quietly. "| need somefink. Food, drink, a nice long kip." He 


wrinkled his nose, waving a hand in the air. "An' a shower." 

Bruce snorted. "Have something for me while you're up. And as for the shower, I'd rather stink than move." 
Eddie bounced up off the bed, laughing as the men glared at him. "Ok, I'll go. What can | get you?" 

"Water!" 

Eddie bent over, holding his side. "Ah, Maiden harmony, does it get any better?" 

Still laughing at the rumble of complaints, Eddie bounded downstairs, grabbing several bottle of water and 
heading back toward Steve's room. Stopping in the doorway, he cocked his head, gazing fondly at the two dozing 


men. 


Bruce. Passion If there was one word for hm that was it. All that energy and fire, just needing an outlet. Be it 


music, sex or even just something as simple as living his life. 
Harry. Complicated. Just.. complicated. He hadn't changed much from that shy kid who had called him forth Maybe 
a bit more cynical; there had been some hard times for him to deal with and he tended to wear his heart on his 


sleeve when you knew him. 


Eddie was suddenly aware of dark brown eyes regarding him. Steve grinned, tipping his head to the side. "Wot 
are you finking about Ed?" 


"Actually you Harry. And Bruce. And how different you are." Eddie joined them on the bed, thoughtfully opening 
the bottles before handing them to each, snorting as they nearly drained them before stopping to take a 
breath. 

"Yer getting soft in yer old age Ed" 


Eddie shook his head, that strange gold color shimmering in his eyes once more. "No Harry. What | am is 
grateful. When | think of who -- or what -- | could have served all these years...” 


Bruce thumped him gently on the shoulder. "We wouldn't have known what to do without you, Ed” 


Steve's head dropped, his voice tight. "An' | nearly lost you cause of me stupid fear." 


Eddie shifted around and plucked the bottle from Steve's fingers and handed it to Bruce to set on the table 
beside the bed. Giving Steve a gentle push, Eddie stretched out beside him, laying his head on Steve's chest. 
"You can never really lose me Harry. I'm always going to be here" The demon's finger tapped the center of 


Steve's chest. 


Steve fingers smoothed Eddie's hair, unthinkingly soothing him as he would one of his kids. Bruce grinned, 
staying quiet and just enjoying the rebonding between the friends. 


"Harry?" Eddie's finger skimmed down over his stomach, taking Steve's cock in his hand and rubbing it through 
his fingers. 


"Cor Ed, | don't fink." Steve rolled his eyes, his cock responding to the demon's touch even though he wouldn't 
have thought it possible. 


Bruce moved closer, taking Steve's hand and guiding to his stiffening cock. 
"How do you feel about another fuck?" 


Steve shook his head, groaning as the demon pressed his cock against his stomach, rolling the head against the 


hair. "Ed, | trust you, but I'm don't fink I'm ready for yer dick in me arse." 
Eddie lifted his head from Steve's chest. "I'm not asking you to let me fuck you. I'm asking you to fuck me." 
Bruce's eyes nearly popped from his head. Steve's hand froze on his cock, both men staring at Eddie. 


"What? Just like you have shown me your trust, | want to show | trust you. And that's pretty much as 
vulnerable as | get, Harry." Eddie ducked his head, his face hidden by a fall of white hair. "Besides, | want you." 


"Ed, are you sure?" Eddie lifted his head, grinning. 

"l'm sure. And while you're fucking me, if someone is agreeable, I'll fuck him." 

Bruce whooped with laughter. "Get the video cam Harry, | want a record of this." 

Eddie gave Bruce the finger, his eye dropping in a wink to show he was not rarkled by the teasing. Rolling over 
onto his back, Eddie took Steve's hand and tugged him up onto his knees. "I'll try to remember your ribs Harry. 
But if it hurts you, tell me." 

Steve leaned over and kissed the demon gently. "I told you Ed, | trust you." Guided by the demon's hand, Steve 
moved between his sprawled thighs. Bruce got up on his knees as well, moving beside Eddie and groaning as the 


demon's fingers found his arse, rubbing over his hole. 


Eddie growled, arching up as Steve drew his fingers over the head of his cock, gathering the precum and 


reaching down and carefully spreading it over the tight pucker between Eddie's cheeks. Eddie lifted his legs and 
laid them gently on Steve's shoulders, grinning. "Harry. Don't worry about the lube. Really.” 


Steve snorted. "Right Ed, you may like it to ‘urt but me dick doesn." 


Bruce fought down the grin, leaning over Eddie and lapping his cock. "Me either, so this needs a little something 


as well." 
Eddie leaned back, his fingers lightly teasing Bruce's arse as Steve worked his fingers inside him, the demon 
groaning and shifting as his hole spread to accommodate the gentle pressure. Bruce's mouth slid down the 


shaft, wetting it with his saliva and spreading the precum down it as well. 


Steve pulled his fingers out, his hand trembling a little as he grasped his cock and scooted forward on his 


knees to press the head against Eddie. "Go for it Harry." 

With a short nod, Steve let out his breath and leaned forward, throwing his head back and moaning as the 
tight ring spread over the head of his cock, the flared edges passing slowly inside until the ring clamped down 
on the ridge behind the head. Eddie let out a groan, his fist clenching in the sheets. 

Bruce lifted his head, his cock throbbing against Eddie's thigh as he watched Steve move a little deeper. 
"What's it feel like Harry?" 


Steve shook his head, unable to speak through gritted teeth. 


What did it feel like? Soft, cool and dry at the same time, underlying heat, yet Steve could feel his cock sinking 


deeper; Eddie's arse was almost sucking him in, the walls clinging and pulling his shaft. 


"Bruce. Now." Eddie's voice was rough, his eyes staring at Steve's face, his brow screwed in concentration 
Bruce threw his leg over Eddie, holding onto the demon's cock and guiding it to his hole. Eddie howled as Bruce 


lowered himself, Steve's cock reaching bottom just as Bruce's arse came to rest on his groin. 

The demon lifted his head, his eyes completely red. "Now fuck me." 

Bruce nodded, leaning forward and bracing his hands on Eddie's chest, rocking his hips a few times to adjust to 
the massive organ inside him. Steve held himself balls deep, the rippling motions of Eddie's arse on his cock 
sending bolts of pleasure up his spine. 

The demon growled. "Fuck me!" 

Bruce lifted himself, taking a deep breath and then slamming his arse back down, drawing another howl from 


the demon. Steve pulled back, poised with just the head in that tight grip for a few seconds before snapping his 
hips and burying himself back inside that tight cool, moist tunnel. 


Bruce used the powerful muscles in his thighs to ride Eddie's cock, gasping as each drop down to the base sent 
a shot of pleasure up his spine. Steve's hips pounded against Eddie, long hard stabs of his cock into the 


demons arse, his balls slapping against him. 


The three descended into a mass of sensations; Eddie thrusting up into Bruce's tight arse, at the same time 
feeling Steve's cock pounding inside him. Bruce rose and fell on the thick shaft, clenching tight around Eddie and 
leaning into that rough hand pulling and tugging his cock. 


Steve's whole body felt like a single winding nerve of almost unbearable pleasure, all feeling centered in his 


groin, his cock trapped in a vise of flesh unlike anything he had ever felt. 


Bruce's smooth motions were becoming rough as his orgasm crept closer; each thrust of his hips brought a 
pull from the demon's fingers twined around his cock, wanking him hard. Steve's harsh pants of breath washed 


over his neck, sending a shiver down his spine. 


Eddie pushed himself up, somehow able to bend his body to let him wrap his long arm around Steve's neck, 
pulling him forward and snarling as the thrusts into his arse rolled back and forth over his prostate. Bruce 
turned his head, leaning back into Steve's chest and nipping his jaw, Steve's answering growl vibrating against 


his back as he turned to meet Bruce's lips, their kiss frantic, matching the hard fuck strokes. 


Eddie tightened his hand around Bruce's cock, wanking him fast and hard; Bruce cried out into Steve's mouth 
and bit down on his tongue, the pain making Steve grab his hair and yank his head back, the metallic taste 
filling both of their mouths. 


Bruce writhed on Eddie's cock, pushing up into the demon's rough fingers, come arcing from the tip and landing 
on Eddie's shoulder. His cries smothered by Steve's mouth, Bruce shuddered again, a lesser spurt landing on 


Eddie's chest, the last bit of his seed flowing over the head and onto the demon's hand. 


Eddie threw back his head, letting out a banshee cry, the mirror above the dresser shattering as he shot his 
come into Bruce, the thick seed pouring from the tip and running back down over his shaft as Bruce's tight 
passage milked him dry. 


Tearing his mouth from Bruce's, Steve slammed his cock deep, his balls drawing up as his cock gave a lurch 
inside Eddie's arse, spraying the walls with his come. Grinding against the demon, Steve cried out; his fingers 
digging into Bruce's scalp as he almost ripped the hair from his head. 


The three collapsed in a heap, Eddie dragging Bruce off his cock and laying him on one side before gently 
drawing Steve down to the other, giving a little shiver when Steve's cock freed itself from his arse. Bruce 


swore, nearly laying his head in the come smeared over Eddie's chest and shoulder. 


"Well, don't yell at me, you made the mess." 


Steve snorted, groaning as he forced himself up onto his elbow and leaning over Eddie's chest, running his 
tongue over Eddie's nipple as he lapped up the come. Bruce joined him, the demon wiggling like a happy puppy as 


the two tongues licked him clean. 


Sighing, both men dropped back down, Eddie's arms gathering them close. Steve grumbled quietly. "I still need a 


bludi shower." 
Bruce nodded, yawning hugely. "Me too." 
Eddie grinned. "Think we can all fit?" 


"Nol 


The dry rattle thrummed through Steve and Bruce's ears. "Harmony. You two are getting pretty good with 
that" 


Eddies fingers combed through Steve's hair, his other hand lightly rubbing Bruce's back "Harry?" 
Steve shifted, sighing. "Wot Ed?" 

"Is it alright if 1.?" Steve felt the light touch of the demon in his mind. 

"You mean, we.when.and you weren?" 

Bruce snickered. "Thought some of that was the mind link Harry?" 


Steve blushed. "Yeah | did" Settling his head back down on the demon's chest, Steve grinned. "An' yeah Ed, it's 


fine. | kind of missed you in me ‘ead." 

That odd rumbling vibrated through Eddie's chest. Bruce lifted his head, cocking an eyebrow. "Are you purring?" 
Eddie snorted. "Demons do not purr Bruce. I'll thank you to remember that" 

"Then wot do you call it?" 


Eddie thought for a minute. "Well, it's kind of..ah..sorta like..." Steve and Bruce both began to snicker. "Oh fine, 
fuck it, l'm purring, alright?" 


Steve picked up his head, grinning at the grumpy embarrassment on the demon's face. "I like it Ed. Lets me 
know yer ‘appy." 


The purr rose in volume, those large teeth bared as Eddie grinned. Lifting his head, he kissed Steve gently. "l 
am happy. I've got my best friend back. With unbelievable benefits." 


Bruce snorted. "And what am |?" 
"You little man, are the best damn fuck I've ever had. Well," Eddie gave Steve a wink, "so far." 


Steve blushed, sending the demon off into a fit of laughter. Bruce chuckled, then frowned. "Speaking of that, 


how are we gonna do this? | mean, not like we can all get together every night” 


"Well, | think we can come to an agreement. We can alternate weeks, or days, or even go odds and evens. Harry 
takes odds, and you take evens Or...” 


Both men groaned, shaking their heads. "Shut up Ed!" 


Eddie grinned, rolling his eyes. Humans. 


